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TOWN and COUNTRY SONGSTER : 


CONTAINING 


UPWARDS of SEVEN HUNDRED 


OF THE | 
NEWEST AND MOST APPROVED SONGS, 
DVETS, CATCHES, 

TRIOs, | and 
 CANTATAS, ks; 


| IN WHICH ARE INCLUDED, | | 
ALL THE FAVOURITE AIRS THAT HAVE BEEN SUNG 
* AT THE THEATRES FROM 1760 TO THIS PRESENT 
WE) SEASON, 
BY AND THE | 
NEW SONGS SUNG AT RANELAGH AND VAUXHALL 
; | THIS SUMMER (1790); 
0 FORMING THE MOST PLEASING 
1 


COLLECTION of SONGS 
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HITHERTO OFFERED TO THE PUBLIC. 
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Town and Country Songſter. 
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B LOW HIGH, BLOW LOW, 
Sang by Mr. Reinhold, in the Seraglio, and by 
Mr. Banniſter, i= Thomas and Sally. 


LOW high, blow low, ler tempeſts tear, 
The main-maſt by the board, 

My heart with thoughts of then, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd; 
Shall brave all dunger, ſcorn all fear, 

The roaring ied the raging ſea, 
In hopes on ſliore to be once more, 

Sate moor'd with thec. 


Aloft while mountains high we go, 


The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And che ſurge roaring from below, 

Shall my figna] be to think on thee, 

Shalt m bal be to think on thee; 
And. this 1 45 be my ſong: , | 


Blow high, blgw low, Kc. 
3 : 
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4 
And on that nicht when all the crew, 

The mem'ry of their former lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, | 

And drink their ſweethearts and their wives. 
I'll heave a ſigh, I'll heave a figh, and think on 

thee, 

And as the ſuip rolls on the fea, 

he burthen of my ſong ſhall be; 


Blow high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main-maſt by the board, 

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, 

Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 

The roaring winds the raving lea, 

In hopes on {hore to be once more, 
Sate moor'd with thee, 


90 by Mr. WWrighter, in the Chriſtmas Tale, 


* AA exes may ſpeak pleaſure, 


Tongue ilow without meaſure, 
Yet my! heart i in wy boſom lies full ; 
Jhus the river is flowing, 
The mill clapper g going, 
Bat the milier's aſleep in 'his mill, 


Though! lovers ſurround me, 
\With ſpeeches confound me, 
Let my heart in my boſom lies ſtill; 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The ml clapper g going 
But the miller's alleep in- his mill, 


1 


The little God eyes me, 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
But my heart is awake in my breaſt; 
Thus boys flily creeping, 
To catch a bird ſleeping, 
But the linnet's awake in his neſt, 
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Sung by Mis Brown, in the Duenna, 


reſtoring, 
* Wepto'er the flowers her breath did chear, 
As ſome ſad widow, o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


1 

b 3 borrow _ 

DOne hour from love and care to reſt—— 

Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in filent ſorrow, 
My lover caught me to his breaſt! 


* 4; 


3 


He vow'd he came to ſave me 
From thoſe who would enſlave 1 me; 
1 Then kneeling, | 
3 Kiſſes ſtealing, 

Z ' Endleſs faith he fore ? 

| But ſoon I chid him thence, 
Poor had his fond pretence 

| Obtain'd one favour then 


And he had preſs'd again 


——1 fear'd my treach'rous heart might grant 


wa 15 5 him more. | 
425 5 E | X 


HEN fable Night, each drooping plant 


When all did ſleep, whoſe weary hearts could 
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THE FEMALE CAPTAIN. 


Sung 35 Mrs. WI GH TEN, at V auxball. 


OUND the ſife, beat the drum, ta my ſtand- 
ard repair, 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; — 
At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I come, 9 
The mens courage and valour to try: ö 
"Tis your king and country now calls for your aid; 
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To the married, if: they but look glum, or fay no, 
| Should the Monſieu;s dare bluits er or hu; 
We've determine], nem. con. that their fore 1 
heads ſhall thow ; ; 3 

A word to the wiſe is enough. 4 


| Tis the ladies command you to go; 4 
| By me they announce it, and he who's afraid, 8 
| Or refuſes, our vengeance ſhall know, 0 
| Then firſt to the fingle theſe things I declare, 3 
| So each maiden moſt firmly decrees ; Y 
Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, brown or far, 
| Not aa ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze. 3 


| Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'd; 
But ſtill, ſhou'd your valour be tlack, 
As our dernier reſort, this reſolve fhal! be nam'd, 
1 Which egad will ſoon make you all Pack. 
We'll the Tae aſſume, pon my honor tis true, 
So determine waids, widows, and wives, 
Firſt we'll march, beat the French, then march 
back and beat vou, | 
Aye, ayd v wear 'em the reſt of our lives. 


The 
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wy Toaſt, in tbe School for Scandal. 


T FFRE's to the maiden of baſhful fiftcen, 
| Likewiſe to the widow of fitty, 
Here's to the bold and extrar agant queen, 
And here's to rhe houſe-wite that's thrifty. 
4 Let the toaſt paſs, 

Drink to the laſs, 
? warrant ſhe*ll prove an excuſe for the glass. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none fir, 

Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And here is to her that's but one ſir, 
Vet the, Kc. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry, 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to tlie girl that is N 
1 Let the, &c. 


Let her be elumſy, or let her be . 
Young or ancient I care not a feather, 
80 fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And eben let us toaſt them together, ares 
Let the roaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
1 warrant the*'l prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


Surg hy Mr. Leoni, in the Duenna. | 
AD 1 2 heart for falſehood fram 'd, 5 


I ne'er could injure you 
Bur: hough your tongue no promiſe. claim'd, 


* Your Charms would make me true. 
% . , & 1p * * 3 
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To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong: 
But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers 1n the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart. 
They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to futter wrong; 

b For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 

And brothers in the young. 


Sung by Miſs Sharpe, in Valentine's-Day, 


\HE queen of love, that gentle gueſt, 

Claims her empire o'er this breaſt, 
Chaces prudence from my mind, 
And makes me, hike her Cupid, blind, 
\ Bids me ſeek the hapleſs youth, 
Whoſe vows of conſtancy and truth, 
Convey a painful pleaſing ſmart, 
And charm, alas! my conquer'd heart, 


Frederick, like the roſe in morn, 

Has every ſweet without a thorn ; 
All trembling I repeat his name, 

And bluſh, yet fear to own the —_ 


Fair as the break of opening day 
Mild as the ſummer's evening ray; 3 
Soft as the gently falling dew; 
And tender as his rows are true 


5 
Sung by Miss Brown, in the Golden Pippin. 
F I have ſome little beauty 
4 Can I help it — No, not ] ;— 
Some good luck too—'tts my duty 
SGitis ſo precious to apply. 
Nature — Fortune—gave em freely; 
And Vil uſe 'em quite genteely, 
1; the Smarts of the Sky 
Cringe, ogle, and ligh, 
Whene'er I pals by ; 
And cry, 
Looky there! 
What an air! 
Gods, how fair! 
Pray, why 
(To feed your ſtarch'd pride) 
Muſt 1 80 and hide, 
; 'T ill you're made a bride ? 
Who, I? 
No, no If I do, may I die, 


THE BRAES or YARROW, 
Sung by Miſs THorNTON, at Vauxhall. 
HE ſun juſt glancing thro' the trees, 
Gave light and joy to ilka grove, 
And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze 
Awaken'd hope and flumb'ring love ; 
When. Jenny ſung with hearty glee, 
To charm her winſome marrow, 
My donn) Laddie gang with me, 
We'll o'er the Brass of Yarrow, 


V3, "ICY. : 2 280 v ds 
A —— TT— ENT . * 


v 2 8 * 1 
S 


* 2 3 - — 
. en 


Toung 


E 


Young Sandy was the blitheſt fix ain, 
That ever pip'd on broomy Brac? 

No luſs cou'd ken him tree fra pain, 
80 gracetul, kind, ſo fair and gay 
And ſenny fung, Ke. 


| He kiſs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 

Her rene een had won his heart ; ; 
No laſs the youth had e'cr betray'd, 

No fears had ſhe, the lad n no alt, 


And ul the lung, &C. 
Tut N 0D, WINE, XD SMILE. 


Sung by Mr. VE RNON, at Vauxhall, 


. [ fuſty old grex-beards of apathy boat t 
And Ver.us and Bacchus revile ; 
In {pite ot thar buoks,. They al arc e Nlaves to ſome 


toaſt, 
The dupes of a \ Nod, W . or Smile. 


Some ſnug ſober citizeus here may repair 
Without an idea of guile; 

But what with the mubic, and what with the fair, 
They follow the Nod, Wink, and Smile. 


Let men boaſt of titles, of honour, renown, 
The females of this happy iſle; 


Can vanquiſh the victors, may kill with a krown, bu 


Or fare by a Nod, . ink, or Smile, 


The! e gardens ot plcaſure the beauties approve, 
* Who the dulie!t of moments beguile : 

Here cupid unt: 7s the white ſta dard of love, 
And commands with. a Nod, Wink, and Imile. 
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HELL STEAL vous TENDER HEARTS AWAY. 
A fawourite Scotch Song, ſung by Mrs, WanR TI. 
V moſſy brook and flow'ry plain, 

I fondly ſeek my ſhepherd ſwain, 


Tell me ſweet maidens have ve ſeen 
The gentle Damon on the green. 


* Perſuaſion ſmiles, whene'er he ſpeaks, 


And roſy dimples deck his cheeks, 
Blooming as health—as Hebe fair, 
The graces tine his auburn hair. 
Love in his ſunny eye beams play: 


That ſtole my tender heart aw ay. 


Sweet wreaths of flow'rs he wove for me, 
* Taft night beneath the hau thorn tree; 
l Bewitching are his tales of love, 


P ropitious may they ever prove: 


For Damon gentle kind and gay, 
Has ſtole my tender heart away. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Chriſtmas Tale. 
O pow'r can calm the ſtorm to reſt, 

No magic charm the father's breaſt, 
Which beats with doubts and fears : 
No more for active ſcenes I burn, 


> My pow'r and ſtrength to weakneſs turn, 


My manhood melts to tears! 


1 will not doubt,—thro' ſtormy ſkies, 
My ſon ſh+Il break his way; 
And cloudleſs o'er his errors riſe, 
* While Fame ſhall rule the day! 


— 


Lk. 
Sung by Mr, Wilſon, in the Ducnna, 


The days when I was young ! 


When I laugh'd in tortune's ſpight, 


Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 


Then 1t was old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; _ 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reit in bumpers drown, 

O the days, &Cc. 


Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 


Why 1 vow I ne'er could ſee—— 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me: 


For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falhood's wk ; 

But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each Aaſk ! 

O, the days, &c. 


True at length my vigour's flown, 
} have years to bring decay; 

Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey ! 


Vet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire, 
O the days &c, 
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CATCH, Sung in Poor Vulcan, 


OIN your right hands, to your glaſſes, 209%: 
And let the bowl go round. | 


Fill a bumper—high, 
Steady, ſteady, 

Let mirth abound. 

Charge your glafſes—poile, 
Recover ! make ready! 
Preſent! fire! 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in the Duenna. 


F a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague of 
your life, 
| No peace ſh 3» you know—tho' you've buried 
your wife! 

| At twenty ſhe mocks at rhe duty vou taught her 

1 0! | what a plague is an obſtinate daughter ! 
Sighing and whining * 
Dying and pining : 


2 0 what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 


When ſearce in their teens, they have wit to per- 


plex us, 


3 With letters and lovers for ever they vex us; 
2 While each ſtill rejects the fair ſuitor you've 


brought her; 


I CO! what a plague © is an . daughter! 


0 Wrangling and jangling ! 
Flouting and pouring ! 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 
Tus 


ti 1 


The Captix e, Sung by Mr. V ernon, a Vauxhall. 
HILST a captive to your charms; 


I entold you in my arms, 


When I figh and ſwear I'm true; 


Think I love no girl but you. 

But when I fay your face is fair 
And all of you beyond com pare, 
Praiſe your mind and temper tod 
Love but him who loves but you, 


Whilſt I doat upon you more 


Than ſhepherd did on nymph be fore; 
Can zou bid the world adieu, 


Can you love, as I love you? 


O'er lands and waves with you I'll fly, 


With you I'll live, with you I'll die, 


_ Whate'er you'll have of me I'll do, 
Then think I none can love but you, 


Wbilſt I breath my ardent flame, 
Has your boſom caught the fame ? 
Let me have, dear girl, my. due, 


Love him then, who Levee but vou. 


Suedt your look and fond your ſigh, 


To wy wifhes now com ply. . 
Hymen claims to day his due, 
Lore me then as I love you: 


Blyth Jockey, dung by Mrs. Wrighten, a: Vauxhall. 


LYTH Jockey young and gay, 
Is all my hearts delight, 
He s all my talk by day, 


And: 11 my dreams by night. 


1 1 
If from the lad I be, 

Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
*Fis Summer all the year. 


When I and Jockey met, 


Firſt on the flow'ry dale: 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 

And love was all his tale; 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me 
O caſe me of my pain, 
And nerer ſhew difdain. 


Well can my Jockey kyth, 
His love and courtefre 


He wads my heart full blyth, 


When he firit ſpake to me; 
Elis {uit I ill deny'd, | 
He kiſs'd and I comply'd ; 
Sue Jockey promiſs'd me 
That he would faithful be. 


F'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; _ 
"Fis night when Jockey glooms, 
But when he ſmiles 'tis day; 
Then our eyes meet T paint, 
colour, tigh and taint; 
What lafs that wou'd be kind 
Can better ſprzak her mind. 


2 
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dung by Mr. Burkitt, in Valentige's. Dey. 


HIS fruitful ſoil may barren prove, 
This garden ceaſe to ſhow its pride; 

The birds this day forget to love. 

The river to obey its tide, 
But fix'd and conſtant I'll remain, 

With paſſion warm and true, 
Nor wiſh more rapture to attain, 

Than what I find in you. 


90 by Irs. Mattocks, in the Duenna, 


HOU can'ſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore; 

My love, while me they wealthy call : 

But I was glad to find thee poor 
For with my heart I'd give thee all. 


And then the grateful youth ſhould own 
1 1ov'd him for himſelf alone. 


But when his worth my hand ſhall gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſnew, 
That I the ſmalleſt thought retain 
Of what my bounty did beſtow : 
Yet ſtill his grateful heart ſhall own 
I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


Sung by Mijs Brown, in Poor Vulcan. 


'ENUS now no more behold me, 
But an humble village-dame, 
Coarſe and homely trappings told me, 
And Miſtreſs Maudling ie my name. 


I 


k rg 1 
Yet here no leſs is paid that duty, 
Ever due to Venus“ worth, 
Not more inſenſible of beauty, 
Than gods in heaven, are men on earth. 
Sung by Mr. Burkitt, in Valentine's-Day. 
: 3 , 
ARK, with attention and delight, 
Pale Cynthia? s rays through lable night, 
| Upon her favourite ſtream : 
Rien let me view Florella's face. 
* every time, in every place, 
My rapture and my theme. 
Let us embrace this happy hour, 
"T' is bleſt by each indalgent power, 
No threat'ning proſpect lowrs, 
| And hear the warbling linnet's voice, 
"I: is nature ſanctifies their choice, 
But charming virtue ours. 


The Cobler of Caltlebury. | 


I was in a village near Caſtlebury, 
1 A cobler and his wife did dwell, 
And for a time no two fo merry, 
Their happineſs no tongue could tell, 
| Put to this couple the neighbours tell us,.- 
Did ſomething happen which cauſed ſtrite, 
For going to a neighbouring ale-houſe, 
The man got drunk and beat his wife. 


Although he treated her ſo vilely, 
Y What did his wife poor creature do, 
Teil 4 Fed ſnug and found a method lily, 
| To ring his heart quite through and trough, 
2 Or 


Wd 


191 


For Dick, the rapſter, and his maſter, 

| Both perceiving of the ſtrite, 

Were both in hopes by this diſaſter, 
To gain the Cobler's pretty wite. 


While all things went to rack and ruin, 
And all the furniture was fold, © 

She ſeem'd to approve of what was doing, 
And got from each a purſe ot gold, 

So now the Cobler's cares are over, 
He vow's to lead an alter'd lite, 

To mind his work nat to be a rover, 
And love no other but his wife. 


GLEE, Sung in Poor Vulcan. 


3 E mortals lay right, in their jovral 
abodes, 


That a glaſs of good punch is the drink of rhe 


ods. 
Take only a ſmack of 
The nectar we crack of, 
Yow'll find it is punch and no more ; 
The ingredients they mingle, 
Are contraries ſingle, 
So are ours, they're the elements four. 


Then, Bacchus, for thou art the drunkard's 
protector, 


Iſſue inſtant a fiat, 
And let who dare deny it, 


That nectar's good punch, and that good punch 
is nectar. 


Bir 
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If Harry « goes, I will not fav 
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The Soger Laſſie, Sung by Miß T hornton. 


LL paſs no dull, inglorious life, 
At home { will not tarry; 


like the drum and martial fite, 


1'l1l to the camp with harry: 
The peacetul pipe and ruſtic plu 
No longer is my paſlion; 


For war is now the Fathion. 


Your Jcan will not be left behind. 


My heart's to fear a ſtranger, 
High {cas and rocks I'll never mind, 
| 7 laugh at toil and da inger: 


3 hope ke will not tell me nay. 


Nor fancy I'm unſteudy, 


I glory calls my ſwan away, 


Lore bids we to be ready. 


Joe ether lands from pleaſant Tweed, 


With him 1 muſt be ſtying, 


For ſhady grove and piinted mead, 


Your Jenny Won 't be crying ; 


+; Hl tumults o' er, adieu to all; 


. 


Not long I dope to tar TY, 


1 hear the drum s enlirening call, 


1 mult be gong . ith Harry, 


Fey by M7 Sharpe, i Valentme's-Day. 


4 S ſome poor fawn, when zephyrs breath, 
| | 
3 


Gentle falures the garden” 3 pr de; 


i 


Fr i every wind he fancies death, 


And quckly ruas Fae to ht; le, 


—————— — 
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And thus, ſecure from all effays, 
1 he roving turtle flies, 


"Till ſome unerring hand conveys 
The ſhaft by which he dies, 


BLUE EY*'D NANCY o, Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


HE flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee 

'The»' thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 

Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy gracetul air, and modeſt look, 

Strikes ev'ry ſhepherd's fancy O; 
Thou'rt match for ' Squire, for Lord or Duke, 

My lovely Blue Ey'd Nancy O, 


Oh! were I but ſome ſhepherd ſwain, 
To feed my flocks beſide thee ; 

To tend my ſheep upon the plain, 
In milking to abide thee : 


I'd think myſelf a happier man, 


With thee to pleaſe my fancy O 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I my Blue Ey'd Nancy O. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' Imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmens dans*rous ſtations ; 
I'd be no king, 


I'd wear no crown, 
And ſmile at conq*ring nations; 


Might ] poſſeſs and ſtill careſs 


This Laſs that ſtrikes my fancy O; 


For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs, 


Compar'd with Blue Ey'd Naucs: O. 


Sang 


2 
Ly 
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Surg ” Mijs Catley, in the Golden Pippin, 


THEN bickrings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break Out At Gamiorum 3 1 
The flame to cool, 
My Golden Rule 
Is —Puſh about the Jorum, 


With fiſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug? 


Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag 


In vibe can wag, 


With her mouth full of liquor. 


Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in the Ducnna, 


" Ne'er could any luitre fee 
In eyes that would not look on me: 
| F uc'er ſaw nectar on a lip, 
But where my own did hope to ſip. 

— * Has the maid who ſeeks my heart 
Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art? 
will own the colour true, 

3 When yielding bluſhes aid their hue, 


s her hand ſo ſoft and pure! — 
muſt preſs it, to be ſure; 

lor can I c'en be certain then; 
Lill it grateful arefs : again. 


Mult 
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Muſt I with attentive eye 
Watch her heaving boſom ſigh ?— 
I will do it when I ſee 
That heaving koſom figh tor me. 


Sung by Mr. Burkitt, in Valentine's-Day. 


AIR maid, from your window appear, 
A lo k my torn boſom will chear, 
O think on the torture I feel, 
And tho' Valentine's morn, 
In my breaſt grows a thorn, 


Which you, and you only can heal. 


On my boſom your vows are impreſt, 
Believe what I feel in this breaſt, 
Your image mult ever remain. 
As the queen of my heart 
O deign to impurt, he 
A look that may baniſh my pain. 


Sung by Mr. Quick, iz Poor Vulcan, 


N Fr me, am I laugh'd to ſcorn ? 


Have I on cach brow a horn? 
This I ſuſpect, and it 'tis true, 
Quickly anſwer me—Cuckoo ! 

I have my cue, 
Alas! *tis true, 
Hark, ſhe anſwers me Cuckoo. 


The anſwer's yes, the murder's out, 


At leaſt I ſhall no longer doubt; 
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But tell me, if to one or two, 
Or more I am oblig'd Cuckoo! 
What more than two? 
Alas! 'tis true 
| Hark, ſhe anſwers me - Cuckoo 


In vain then do I beat my pats, 

A cuckold am J dubb'd by fate, 
Behold—here are my antlers boo! 
Am I not right, my friend Cuckoo! 
Then plain to view, 

My fears are true; 
Hark, ſhe anſwers me Cuckoo! 


Sung by Mr. Quick, in he Duenna. 


IVE Isaac the nymph who no beauty can 
„ Beat, 

Bu health and good humour to make her his roaſt ; 
t ſtraight I don't mind u hether flender or fat, 
And fix fert or four we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her complexion—1 vow I don't care; 
If brown—it is laſting—more pleafing if fair: 
And tho" in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
ww her ſmile—and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let ker locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 

And her eycs—may be c'en any coulour—but 
green; 

For i in eyes tho' ſo various the luſtre and hue, 

a7 ſwear [* ve no choice, only let her have two. 
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"Tis true, I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her ba, 
And whate teeth, I own, arg genteeler than black; 
A little round chin too's 4 beauty, 
But I only ONE mayn't have a beard. 


Sung by Mr. Dodd, in the Chriſtmas Tale. 


The delight! 
To be un errant knight! 
O'er mountain hill and rock, 


In rain, and wand, and ſnow, 


All dangers he muit mock, 
Aud muſt with pleaſure go, 


Quirering, and quaking, 
Shivering, and ſhaking, 
Diſmal nights, 
Horrid ſprights, 
Lions roaring, 
Monſters ſnoring, 

- Caſtles tumbling, 


Thunder grumbling, 


O the delight! 
To be an errant knight! 


Damſels ſqueaking, 
Devils thrieking, 
Clubs and giants, 
Hurl defiance, 
Night and day, 
Loſe the way, 


I've heard, 
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Spirits ſinking, 
Nothing drinking, 
Beat and beating, 
Little eating, 
Bcd of ſtones, 
Broken bones, 


O the delight! 
To be an errant knight! 


Sung by Mr. Baddely, in Valentine's Day. 


r ever you're knight of the quorum, 

* You'll make a good hand 48. jorum, 
And like the reſt ſeem 
Quite loſt in a dream, 

As it they'd no buſineſs before 'em. 


4. , 
4 


Tho' vou don't underſtand 
The laws of the land, 
The news- papers lay on the table; 
With a hem and a haw, 
Which 1s juſtices law, 
Get through it as well as you're able, 


When the culprit appears 
With penitent tears, 
Croſs-queſtion, brow-beat him, commit him; 
But if he has caſh, 
Then ſpare him the laſh, 
Find a fla, and directly acquit him. 


"I 
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Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in the Duenna. 


HEN the maid whom we lore 
No entreaties can move, 


Who'd lead a lite of pining! 

If her charms would excuie 
The fond raſhneſs you uſe, 

— Away with idle whining ! 
Never ſtand like a fool, x 
With looks ſheepiſh and cool ; 

Such baſhful love is teizing®*: 
Bur with ſpirit addreſs, 

And you're ſure of ſucceſs, 

For honeſt warmth is pleaſing . 


Nay, tho' wedlock's your view, 
Like a rake if you woo, 

Girls ſooner quit their coldneſs: 
They know beauty inſpires 
Leſs reſpect than defires 


Hence love 1 is prov'd by boldneſs — 


So ne” er Hand like a fool, Kc. 


Surg by Dri. Smith, 7 ite Chriſtmas Tate. 


Take this wreath my hand has wove, 

The pledge and emblem of my love; 
Tueſe flow'rs will keep their brighteſt bue, 
\Whulit you are conſtunt, kind, and true. 


Bur ſhould vou, falſe to love ard me, 
With trom my tondneſs to be tree, 

Foreboding that my fac is noch, 
Frich o rate fu! flower wil! droop aud die! 


. 23 
FEE NIGHT IN GX L E. 
A favourite Cantata, Sung by Mis. WrBiclisk . L. 


HE pendant foreſt ſeemed to nod 
In drouiy fetters bound; 
And fairy elves in circles trod, 
The daizy painted ground. 


When Daphne ſought the conſcious grove 
Ot lighted vows to tell, 

And thus to ſooth neglec cted love, 
[nvok'd fad Philomel. 


Utrher {weer Nightingale haſte, 
Direct thy hov ring wing, 
The vernal green is a dreary waſte, 
ill thou vouchſaic to ling. 


So thrilling ſweet thy numbers flow, 
© Thy warbling ſong diſtre , 

The tear that tells the lover's woe, 
> Falls cold upon my brcaſt. 


5 2 To hear ſad Philomel com plain, 
l 1 Will fotten my deſpair; 


Then quickly ſwel! thy melting ſtrain, 
s And ſooth a love er's Care, 


bh Sung oy Mr. Vernon, in the Quaker. 


1 Lock'd up ali my treaſure, 
9 i gens 'd many a mile, 
And by my 1 tet did meature 
The patfics Linc the while, 
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My buſineſs done and over, 
J haſten'd back amain, 

Like an expecting lover, 

To view it once again. 

But this delight was ſtifled, 

As it began to dawn, 

I found my caiket rifled, 

And all my treaſure gone. 


The 8 R A F 1 8 K , 
favourite CATCH, ſung at Vauxhall. 
Oatſwain! pipe up, all hands hoy, 


Turn out every man and boy; 
Make fail, give chace, 
Then ſplice main brace, 
A oallant ſhip, my boys, ſhe's French, 
In grog and flip here's to each wench, 
L Loof boys nigher, 
Stand by, fire; | 
She ſtrikes, ſhe ſtrikes, ours is the day; 
A glorious prize, belay, belay, 


H ARK, AWAY To VAUXHALL. 


Sung by Mrs, WRIGEHTEX, 
| E beaux, and you wits, 
Ye courtiers and cits, 
Attentive to pleaſure's gay call, 
Come revel away 
| For this is her day, 
She cries, hark, away to Vauxhall, 


2 
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Here muſic you'll find 
* To enliven the mind. 
Which never your faney can pall, 
Then lads come away, 
And laffes be gay, 7 
"Tis pleaſure invites to Vauxhall, 


Sweet nymphs grave and gay, 
Quite ſick of the play 
And tir'd with each opera and ball; 
Come here change the ſcene, 
Hail pleaſure's gay queen, 
e She cries, hark, away to Vauxhall. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
*R ws Britain's warlike throng, 


Sound the trumpet, {trike the lyre, 
Let martial note and ſong, 

Martial order re-inſpire. 
Sound the trumpets! ſound again, 
Britain claims the martial ſtrain, 


85 


1 Peace, to Britain ever dear, 

All ber charms awhile foregoes; 

; Britons will no longer bear, 

” Tnfults from diſdainful foes. 

i | Sound, &c. 
q 


5 See bright honour rears its head, 
z And while glory | leads the Land, 
= Awveful war, with ſolemn tread, 


Stalks majeſtic through the land. 
A | Sound, &c. 
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Sung by Dr, Vernon, in the Quaker. 


OMEN are Will-o'the-Whiſps 'tis plain, 
The cloſer they ſeem {t1i] the more they 
retire: 
They teaze you, and jade you, 
And rouna about lead you, 
Without hopes ot ſhelter, 
Ding-dong, helter ſkelter, 
Thro' water and fire: 


And when you believe every danger and pain 


From your heart you may baniſh, 

And you re near the poſſeſſion of what you deſire, 
That inſtant they vaniſh, 

And the devil a bit can you catch them again. 


By ſome they're not badly compar'd to the fea, 
Which is calm and tempeſtucus within thi 
{ame hour; 
Some ſay they are Syrens, but take it from me, 
They're a {ſweet race of angels, o'er man that 
have power, | | 
H1s perſon, his heart, nay his reaſon to ſeize, 
Aud lead the POT creature wherever an pleale. 


WILEY's RARE and WIELY's FAIR. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 
K Il tuneful pipe and merry glee, 


Young Willy won my heart, 
A blyther lain vou could na ſce 
Aill beauty without art. 


Winz: 
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Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 
And W ly 3 wond”rous bonuy, 


b. And Willy fays he'll marry me 
y Gin cer he'll marry ony. 


O came you by yon water ſide 
pull'd vou the roſe or lilly, 
Or came you by yon meddow green 
Or fav vou my ſweet Willy. 
\ illy? s rare and Willy's fair, &. 


| FED now the trecs arc in their bloom 

And flow'rs ſpread o'er ilk aticld, 

re, ' meet my lad among the broom 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 


Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c, 


Sung by Mr;, Weichſell, ar Vauxhall. 


1 INCE ſweet love has had poſſeſſion, 
Ot my fond ang tender breaſt, 
| Fe my tree and true confeſſion, 
„ PFriendſhip is too cold a gueſt. 


be "2 


e 
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Love has got the whole direction, 
R. *© riendfliip has no longer charms, 
Only mutual ſtrong aſſection, 
Now my raptur'd boſom burns. 


F riendſhip now is cool as reaſon 

2 Taſteleſs all its pleaſures 1 Prove, 

2 Love's the paſſion now in ſeaſon, 

* Welcome dear bewitching love. 
19 D 3 
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A Paſtoral, Sung by Miſs Tlokx ro. 
V Y Jockey is fled from the plain, 


Aud left me in ſorrow to mourn, 
Wus ever ſo cruel a ſwain, 
h! when will the rover return? 
No longer he pipes on his reed, 
Wheſe mufic cou'd pleaſe us fo well, 
And dull are the banks of the Tweed, 
Since Jockey has bid them farewel. 


His ral he has broken in twain, 
24 ſheep aud bis Jambkins bew ſtray, 
They bleat for their ſhepherd in vain, 
And care! leſsly wander away, 


No longer he pipes, &c. 


The ſwain was made up of deceit, 


And 15 ile as the ds.” wind, , 


Wk 218 ay was Kill talſe and unkind, 
No! longer he pipes, &c. 


Surg by Mr. Banuiſter, zu b Quaker. 5 


X / ILE che lads of the villageſhallmerrily, ah. 


| V Sound the tabors, I“! hand thee alon. 
AQ I fay voto thee, that verily, al! 


Thou and J will be firſt! in the 7 hr. "17, 
V hie the lads, Ke. 


* 


| Jull then when the ſwain who laſt year won the 


She lets me ever have my way; 


a 


1 


dower, 
With his mates ſhall the ſports have begun, 


hen the gay voice of gladnels reſounds from 
each bow'r, 


And thou long” i in thy heart to make one: 
While the lads: &c. 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs, what mortal Can 
blame: 


Tis my maxim, that youth ſhould be free; 


And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
{ame, 


Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee, 
While the lads, &c. 


. 
Sung by Mr. VER NON, at Vauxhall, 
EAR ſmiling Kitty's to my mind, 


She ev'ry way can pleaſe me, 
Good-humow'd, faithful, fond and kind, 
She never tries to teaze me; 
A: home, abroad, by night or day, 
The fame engaging creature, 


With) Joy { aly ays meet her. 


To vex or harm a girl ſo good, 
\Vou da be a ſhame and pity, 

{ wou'd nor inzure if I cou'd 
V ever ſailing Kitty; 


[ 
„ 
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Lo rove abroad from fair to fair, 
No longer is my paſſion, 
One, only one, is now my care, 


Tho! more is all the faſhion. 


No arts vermilion has ſhe ſhewn, 
She 1s the child ot nature, 
Her face, her ſhape, is all her own, 
And ev 9 feature 5 
From folly, ſpite, and cunning free, 
She's lively „gay, and witty, 
iter like I ne'er expect to ſec, 
I'll ive and die with Kitty. 
3 
A Nen HHLUNTI NG CANT A 1 


Sung by Mrs. Farrel, at Drury-lane Theatre. 
Recizarixx. 


T roſy morn with crimſon dye, 
Had newly tinged the eaſtern ſky ; 

The ſcatter'd race on ev'ry ſpray 

Sweet warbled to the god of Gay, 

When chaſte Diana, goddeſs bright 

From balmy ſlumber ſpringing light, 

Wak'd all her nymphs from pleating reſt, 

And thus the {y] lran train addreſs'd. 


Alr, 


From the 8 mount with me deſcend 
And hie to the joys of the chace! 

O'er hill and dale our flight we'll take, 
And match the flect ſag 1 in Cur pace; 


My 
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My fiiver bow is ready ſtrung. 
My golden quiver graceful hung. 
Away, my nymphs, away ! 
Let ſhouts to the welkin reſound, 
And ſhe who ttrikes the deſtin'd prey, 
Shall queen ot the foreſt be crown'd. 


Sing b; Miſs Walpole, is the Qyaker. 


II captive linnet newly taken, 
12 Vainly \trives and vents its rage; 
Ius ith ſtruggling pants, by hopes forſaken, 
Andi flutters in its golden cage. 
But once releas'd, to freedom ſoaring, 
Quickly on ſome neighbouring tree, 
It tings as it it thanks *c were pouring, 
I0o blels the hand that fer it free. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in th: Quaker, 


N verity, damſel, thou ſurely wilt find, 
That my manners are ſimple and plain; 
{bat my words and my actions, my lips and my 

: mind, | 
By my own good-will are never twain. 


Jlore the—umph ! 
Would move thee—-umph ! 
Of love to be partaker. 
Relent then — umph ! 
Sonſent then —um ph ! 
Aud take thy upright Quaker. 


y 9 75 Tho- 
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Tho? vain T am rot, nor of foppery poſſeſs'd, 
Wauladſt thou vield to be wedded to me, 
Thou ſhould'it find, gentle datnſel, a heart in my 
breaſt | 
As joyful as joyful can be. 
I love thee, &Cc. 


Sung ty Mr. Reinhold, 7 Poor Vulcan, 


ADAM, you know, my trade is War; 
M And what ſhould I deny! it for? 
Whene'er the trumpet ſounds from far, 

I long to hack and hew; 
Yet madam, credir wha: I fay, 
Were I this moment call'd away, 
Were all the troops drawn in array, 
I'd rather ſtay with you. 


Did drums and ſprightly trumpets found, 


And death and carnage ſtalk around ; 
Did dying horſes bite the ground, 
And we no hope in view; 


Was the whole army loſt in ſmoke, 


Were they the lait words that I ſpoke, 
I'd ſay, and damme it I joke, 
I'd rather ſlay with you. 
Did the foe charge us front and rear, 
Did e'en the braveſt face appear 
Impreſs'd with ſigns of mortal fear; 
IJbough never veteran knew 


80 terrible and bot a fight; 


Though all my laurels it . blight, 


1 hougn I ſhould loſe ſo fine a light, 


I'd rather ſlay with you. 


3 


Ol Sung by Mrs. Green, iu the Duenna: 


HEN a tender maid. 
Is firſt 805 
By ſome admiring ſwain 
How her bluthes ric 
It ſhe meets his EYES, 
While he unfolds his pain! 
11 he takes her hand —ſhe trembles quite! f 
* ouch her lips and ſhe ſwoons outright ! f 
While a pit-a-put, &c. 
Her heart avows her fright! 


5 But in time appear 
, Fewer ſigns of fear; 
The youth ſhe boldly views, 
Tf her hand he graſp, 


Or her boſom claſp, 


= No mantling bluſh enſues ! 
[Then to church well pleas 'd the lovers move, 
ile her ſmiles her contentment prove; 
NP And a pit-a-pat, &c. 

+9 Her heart avows her love! 

© Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 7» Poor Vulcan. 


. 
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HE moment Aurora peep 'd in o the room, 

1 put on my cloaths, and I call'd for my 
7 groom: 

w ill Whiſtle by this had uncoupled the hounds, 


Who, lively and mettleſome, friſk'd o'er the 
grounds. 


An 
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Kod now we're all ſaddled, fleet d. ple and grey, 
Scem'd longing to hear the glad tound, Hark, 
away ! 


was now, by the clock, about fire in the morn, 
And we all gallopp d off to the ſound of the horn; 


Jack Gater, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the Goole ; 34 ; 


When, all of a ſudden, our farts Miſtreſs Puſs. 


Men, or ſes, dogs, not a moment would fray, 
And Echo was heard to cry, Hark, hark away! 7 


The courſe was a fine one, ſhe took ofer the plain, 

Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, and doubles? 
again; 

Till at laſt, ſhe to cover return'd out 0? breath; 

Where I, and Will W hiſtle, were in at the death: 

Ihen, in triumph for you, I the hare did Giiplay, 

And ery'd to the horns, my boys, hark, hark away, 


Sang by Me. Vernon, in the Chriſtmas Tale. 


25 T 18 B-awty commands me, my heart mei 
obey: 
leis Eno ur that calls me, and Fame leads the way b 
From. the ſoft filken fetters of Plaſuse I fly, 
Wich my love I muſt lire, or with honour Will 


die; 


[ wake from my trance, 

iming the fword, ſhickd, and lance, 
Ny wane ſhall be famous in Rory ; 

Now danger has charms, 

For love found io arms, 
And d loxe is my paſſion and glory! 


i 
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H U N T IN G $0 N 6. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


E ſpotſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen 
too, 
W no delight! in the joys of the field; 
Mäukind, tho? they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield, 
His lordthip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 
A hunting continually go, | | 
All ranxs and degrees are engaged in the chaſe 
Hark torward, huzza, tall ly ho, 


£ 


The lan ver will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

Ihe huſband gets up at the found of the horn, 

And rides to the commons full ſpeed : 

he patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 

| The poet too often lays low, 

Who mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 


11 With hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 

. While feärlelt, o'er hills, and o'er wood-lands 
" i We 5 

oY Tho? prudes on our paſtime may fro! 


How oft do they decency's bounds over-lc 5 
And the fences of virtue break down; 

Thus public or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, tor ſhew, 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 
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„„ 
Sung by Mr. Quick, zn Poor Vulcan. 
HEN T've been working in my ſhop, 


10 many a time R een me 88 


Some water on the doubtful fire, 
When I've been, &c. &c. 


Which damp'd at firſt, more dead has grown, 
But quickly, by the bellows blown, 
Has chang'd trom brown to duiky red, 


Then brighter heat and luſtre ſhed, 


And flam'd, and ſparkl'd up the higher, 
Which damp'd at firſt, &c, &c. 


Thus trickling tears from you that part, 
Have often damp'd my doubtful heart, 
And quench'd a- while my paſſion's heat; 
Thus trickling tears, &e, &c, 


Rut ſoen arous'd by kindling eyes, 


T ve felt a-new my paihon rife, 
While fob and ſigh, and ſigh and fob, 
Have made my boſom throb and throb, 
And like fledge-hammers on 1t beat, 
But foon arous'd, &c, &c, 


HE'S AYE A KISSING ME 
A favourite Scotch Scag, Sang by Mrs, Wrigbten. 
Winna marry ony mon but Sandy o'er the Les, 

] winna ha the Dominee for geud he Canna be, 
But I will ha my Sandy Lad, my Sandy o'er the 


Lee. 
For he's ape a kiffing, kiſſing, age akiſfing me. 


T will 


„ 
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q Th Vill not have the miniſter for all his Godly looks, 


Mor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 
crooks : 

J will not have the plowman lad, nor yet will I 
the miller, | 

But I will have my Sandy lad, without ane penny 
ſiller. 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


I will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the 


war, 
Iwill not have the ſ. ülor lad, becauſe he ſmells 
of tar: 


I will not have the lord nor laird, for au their 


mickle gear, 
But I will have my Sandy lad, my Sandy ocr 
the meir. 


For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


Sung by Miſs Walpole, in the Quaker, 
Kernel ſrem an apple core, | 
A One day on either check I wore, 
Lubin was plac d on my right cheek, 
Phat on my left did Hodge beſpeak. 
Hodge in an inſtant drop d to ground, 
Sure token that his love's anfound ; 


But Lubin nothing could remove, 


= Sure token his is conſtant love. 


To find the man who loves me beſt, 

Fly, ſaid I, ſouth, north, eaſt and weſt.“ 
The lady-bird is weſtward flown, 

For weſtward is my Lubin gone. 


1 Laſt 


4 40 J 


Laft Valentine, at break of day, 


Before the ſtars were chas'd away, 


41 met, or may he taithleſs prov 5 


Lubin, my Valentine, my love. 


Laſt May I ſought to find a ſnail, 


That might my lover's name reveal; 


Which finding, home I quickly ſped, 


And on the hearth the embers ſpread : 
Vhen, if my letters I can tell, 

J ſaw it mark à curious L. 

On, may this omen lucky prove, 

For L's for Lubin and for Love. 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin, i» The Maid of the Mit! 
V HEN you meet a tender creature, 


Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good- nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe. 
Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and prels her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's fro-ward, 


Saucy, jilting, and untow-ard, 
Should you act the wining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er the whit: 


Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 


Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 

Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 1 

| Sy n7 wo 


. 4 1 


Sung by Mr. Webſter, iu the Camp. 


Nancy leaves the rural Train, 
A camps diſtreſs to prove, 
All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love. 
Deareſt tho? your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſpirits tail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale? 


Or ſhould your love, all dangers ſcorn, 
Ah! how ſhall I ſecure 
You health 'midſt toils which you were born 
To ſooth, but not endure ? 
A Thouſand perils I mutt feel, 
A thouſard Ills affail, _ 
Nor muſt I tremble c'en for you, 
Dear 3 of the Dale. 


| SWEET CAA OI. SQ F LOVE. 
a Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 
N W Summer approaches, dull winter 


ne ns 
Primroſes and violets adorn ev. ry hill, 
The lads and the laſſes trip o'er the green meads, 
Or tit by meander's flow murmuring i!! 


8 2 
While the upland, the lowland, the woodland, 
the. Nrove, 
And valley re- chocs ſireet carols of love. 
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While Colin with Phillis repair to the bow'r, 
To exchange a feet kiſs, or plight a fond 

ON, 
Gay Florimel gathers cach odorous flow'r 
Todeck with achapler her ſwains youth tul brow, 
While the Upland, &c. 


Far Daphne at morn, bids adieu to her cot 
And iceks the cool grot, or fecluded aicove, 
Her Damon ſhe greets at the catical ſpot, 


3415 heart leaps for joy at the fight of his love, 
While the Uplang &c. 


When Phœbus forſakes this low region of clay, 
And links in ſoft raptures on Thetis fair breit, 
For the weariſome labour of rigorous day, 
Baimy fleep has an adequnty portion Ol "reſt, 
While the Upland, &. 


Sung by Miſs Brown, in Poor Vulcan. 


Y ſporting Squire to keep at bay 
The courle T'il double over 
While he intent 
On a wrong ſcent, 
Shall always find me ſtole away, 
When he cries, Hark, to cover 


With neu- coin'd oaths, my grenadier 
May think to ſtorm and blutter, 
And ſwear, by Mars, | 
My eyes are ſtars 
That light to love: he'll ſoon find} here 
Such ſtuff will ne cr pals muſter. 


Th Tho 


Ws) „ 
2 hus will I ſerve thoſe I diſtruſt, 
: Firſt laugh at, then refuſe em; : 
i But, Ah! not fo 
The ſhepherd Joe; 
lle like Adonis look'd, when firſt 
11 preſs'd him to my boſom. 


Glee, Sung in the Duenna. 


HIS bottle's the ſun of our table, 
| His beams are roſy wine; 
* e—planets that are not able 

ö Without his help to ſhine. 

= Let mirth and glce abound ! 

” _Youll ſoon grow bright 
> With borrow'd light, 
And ſhine as he goes round, 


Lob DON'T YOU KEEP: TEAZING ME 30. 


Sung by Mis. Wrighten. 


* 


HEN 88 the rover firſt Phillis ad- 


8 dreis'd, 

He took her to wake and to fair, 

! He brought her gay ribbons to wear at her breaſt, 
Aud thus whiſpered the nymph in her ear. 

To my pathon be kind, gentle pity beſtow, _ 

. it the maiden's reply to young Strephon was no. 
Lud don't you keep teazing me fo. 


he youth, who ſuch coyneſs had oftentimes ſeen, 
Nc'er heeded the maiden's reply; | 

But returning one night from the dance on the green 
He reſolv "4 other effort to try; 


2 8 


— —— — 


— — — 1 an 
— — — —— — iz = 


F 


CO em rk nt —— ee « A — 2 - 
—_— — 
— 


— —ũ— — en ene” 


— 
— 


— 
— _—_ 4 
- , —— 


— 


— 
- 


- — — —— —L — — — — 
- — — — — — — — ———U— —— — 
= — = EL 
— 
— - — 
. — ⅛T—!ꝛ 2.1 7 
- —— 


Kind, ye're pleaſing; coy we're teazing, 


L 44 


So he kiſs'd and he preſs'd, crying pity beſioy, 
Put the maiden reply'd, have done, Strephon, «is, 
Lud, don't you keep teazing me fo. 


Oppoſition like this, ſo his paſſion enhanc'd 
That he {wore without her he ſhould die, 
Then an offer of marriage he fairly advanc'd. 
And ſhe {aid in a month ſhe'd comply. | 
But he begg'd her to church the next EI A 
to go. 3 
She bluſing conſented, the reaſon I trow, 
Was to keep him from teazing her ſo, 


LL O0:Y- £7 &A-B.U- BB LE. 
Sung by Mrs. Warrel. 


OVE's a bubble, courting trouble, 
Whilſt we love and love in vain. 
When *tis over, is the lover, 
Now we've got him worth the gain. 
Is love treaſure, is it pleaſure, 
That can pay whole years of care? 
Is the bleſſing worth careſſing, 
Speak 4 ivains and own Fe fair * 


Love's a fond tatiguing chace; 
Smiles deccirve us, hopes relieve us, 
IAcarts our ſport trom place to place. 


Cunid imiling, life beg uiling, 
13 emp ts us with th play tal toy ; 
Oft denying, oft e ing, 
Love's eur torment and our joy. 


» 
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bs Surg by Miſs Walpole, in the Camp, 
Fy, 


HEN wars alarms entic'd my Willy o 
me 


My poor heart with grief did ſigh, 


Fach fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrows 


Ol me. 
[ wal'd cer yet the morn was nigh, 


Fo other could delight him, ah why did Leer 


Light him: 
Coldly anſwering his fond tale, 


4 Which drove him tar, amid the rave of war, 


And left lilly me thus to bewall. 


But I alas, tho' a maid forſaken, 
1 No more will mourn like vonde 'r dove; 


For c'er the lark to-morrow {hall aw: aken, 


Pl fly to ſcek my abſent love: 


2 The hoſtile country over, . il fly to ſeek my lover, 


Scorning every tar are ng tear, 


* 
* 


> Not diſtant ſhore, nor Cannons roar, 


Shall longer keep me from my dear, 


A BIRD IN THE HAND IS WORTH 
TWO. IN. THE BUSH. 
| Sung by Mrs, Weichſel. | 
NG time I've enjoy'd the ſoft tranſports 


of love, 


l've bill'd like a ſparrow, or coo'd like a dove. 
In woodbine alcove or in jeſſamin bow'r, 


To many fond ſhepherds, I've liſten'd an hour, 


f But 


A damſel once dselt at hs (Cot Ry a hill, 


L4* 3 


But now for ſuch plcatures I care not a ruſt, 
Oue bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh 
Young Colin's corciles, inſpir 'd me with jov, 
And Damon's foit vows I thought never coul:! 
cloy, | 
With each have I fat in a fav'rite retreat, 
And bcheld wich deli nn cach fond ſwain at 
my feet, 


But now, &cc. 


Gay Strephon acclares 1 m the girl to his mi, 
i; he proves iincere, I'll be conflant and kin, 
He vows that to-morrow hel make me his wile, 
Pl ronaty endeavour to biefs him tor lite, 
For all other ſwains now I care not a raſh, 
One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh, 


THE-MATD:OF-EHE MILL, 


TTEND all ve ſhepherds and nymphs "to 5 


my lay, 
You may learn trom my tale, 2 id go wiſer away; 


Well known by the name of the Maid of the mill. 


In her all the graces had jointly combin'd, 
Ker face to 14 prove und embelliſh her 8 
Nor pride nor deceit e'er her boſom did fill, 
*Twas natare alone in the Maid of the mill. 


The lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid, 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid, 
With gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to ill, 


But nought could prevail with the Maid of the mi! 
Hz: 
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Her virtue {hc priz'd be yond ſplendo1 or ſtate, 
tho? poor yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 
IIis proffers ſhe lighted, in Vain all his {kill 
o ruin the fame of the XMIaid of the mill. 


Young Colin addreſs'd her with hope and with 
4 tear, | 

"His heart was right honeft, his love was ſincere, 
Veith rapture his boſom cach moment wou' thrill, 
Wehenc'er he beheld his dcar Maid of the mill. 


4 


is paſſion was foupded in honour and truth, 
Me rymph read his heart, and of courie lov'd 
. the youth; 4; 

At church little Patty ſoon anſwer'd, T Will; 

1115 lordſliip was baulk'd of the Maid of the mill. 


Wat happineſs waits on the ehaffe nuptial pair! 
Content, they are ftrangers to farrow and care 
„Ihe flame they ff ri rais'd in each other burns till, 

a And Colin is bleis'd with the Naid of the mil; 


— 
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1 - 7171 
1 Suu ti Lord in 4 Village. 
| 1 & I 
SY] 2 4 . — 
| Y heart's my own, my vill 45 free, 


1 And fo ſhall be my voice ; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with nie, 


. . : 
Tull firit he's made wy choice, 


MS 
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I Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And cluldrer fill obey ; | 
And is there, then, no clauſe, 


= 
* 


Againſt tyrannic fray ? 


* 
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Sung by Mr. Reinhold, in the Duenna. 


E OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou fd, 


(Nor wilt thou the fond buait diſow n) 

Thou would'u not loſe Antonto's love 

To reign the partner of a throne. 
And by thoſe lips that ſpoke fo kind! 

And by this hind J preis'd to mine! 
To gain à ſubject nation's love, 

I iwear I would not part with thin, 
Then! how, my joul, can we be poor, 

Who own what bingdoms could not buy! 
Of this true heart thou ſnalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroald in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhaultleſs mine, 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips 
And JI take kingdoms back from thine. 


GAY DAMON, 
Sung by Mrs. Iiudion, a- Vauxhall. 


EASE, gay Damon, ceaſe your wooing, 


Urge no mor e your fl. tt! ring tale, 
Well I know you ſeek my ruin, 

But your arts can ne'er prevail: 
Kind Pale mon's gen'rous pathon, 
Renders all thy wiſhes vain, 
ice I own my inclination 
To reward the gentle fy ain. 
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Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Touchſtone. 


ASK my power, be it to fly 
To yonder corner of the ſky, 
Be it to plumb the ſoundleſs deep, 
Or climb yon height, rugged ard ſtecp. 
Like thought to ;cach the torrid zone, | 
Or myriads find of worlds unknown, 1 
Or plunge into the depths of hell. 


To obey your will, waits Oriel. 
Air, Sung by Mr, Wilſon, in Wives Revenged. | 
URTEIS, was old Hodgc's wife, | 
For virtue, none was ever fuch ; ; 
She led Jo pure and chaſte a lite, | 
Hodge ſaid *twas virtue overmuch. | | 
Poor ſays ily Old Hodge, lays he, | | 
2 Greit talkers do the leaſt, d'y ſee. | 
One night ſhe dreamt, a drunken fool, | 
þ Be rude, in ſpite of her would tain ; | 
= She makes no more, but with Joint tool, 
* Fallson her kutband, nongh t and main. | 
3 Still ſays fly Old Hodge, ſays he, | 
a 23 Great taikers do the leaſt, dye ice 
4 By that time ſhe had broke his role, ] 
| z Hedge made a ſhift to wake his wife; 
h: Hodge fays ſhe, judge ty thele blows, | 
1 I prize my vartue; as iy. lite. 
E-| Stil fays flv Old Hodge, f. ys he, | 
Fl Great taikers do the l aſt, Are ice. 
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I areamt a bad man on me fell, 1 6 
However I his project mar 7d; apts 
Dear wife, ſays Hodge, tis mighty well, 
But next time don't hit quite ſo hard. 
For ſays fly Old Hodge, ſays te, 
Great talkers do the leaſt, 


O. 


4 Cateh, for tees Voices. 
Junc.— ' Twas you that kiſe'd the pretty gir!, 
* WAS you, ſir, twas vou fir, 7 


I tell You nothing new Kr, | 
Twas you that kept from Keppel's wake, 
"Twas you fir Hugh, 


Who fir ? fir Hugh ſir, 

Vice admiral of the blue fir, 
Bold \\'indfor twice aloud did call, 7 
To deat fir Hugh. —_— 


— — - _ — _ : 
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"Twas he fr, he, he, fir, 5 
| "was he that could not tee fir, 4 
þ Who thought the day was night fir, 5 
f | ” Twas blind fir Hugh, 3 
"4 PEE 
| Oh fir? oh, oh ! fir, - 
| Was it, was it ſo fir; ® 
| What ſplicing, knotting all rhe white, 
ly Was it fo fir Hugh, 
| "Twas Palliſer, *twas Palliſer, 
* Dilly, dally, dally, ſir, 


He lagged behind to knot and ſplice, = 
= "Twas you fir Hugh. 5. 


And here's his "a th who kütt 


Glee, 77: NY Ori = 


UR wives at ie. 


8 To them leave cad anckthinking; 
While gayly we the hours mats, | 


In laugh! ng and ne 


| The real joys ; of os 


By thoſe who 9! © π⁹]7ã˖ f 


„ Stolen pleatures 


Song in the Live, 


; Tune A hont'ng 


EHOLD upon the ſell? 
With ſtreaming pen POL 2 
Our gallant ſhip, invites "gg HBrabe, 


= While glor leads che w ay. 
5 F 


Corus. And a cruizing we will go, 
A. : And a cruizing we will go, 


A cruiz! ng we u 111 g0 wil Ty go 
And a cruizing we Nt 90. 


Þ LY e beautious maids, your ſmiles beſtow, 
1 For if you prove unkind; 


Eo can we hope to beat che toe, 
Who leave our hearts hehind. 
When a Cruiz Ng, &c. 


1 see Keppel's flag, once more diſplay 1 


Upon the deck he ſtands; 


4 Old England's glory neer can fade, 


Nor tarniſh in his hands. 
So 4 cruizing, &c. 


F 4 


Be 


v— —— — —— 
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Sr, Handle a Frenchman. 


Ser, The anſwer is honeſt, bold and 4 


E 
Be England to herſelf but true, 
To France defiance hurl'd ; 
Give peace America with you, 
And war with ail the world. 
| Then a cruizing, &c, 


Suns ty Mir. Banniſter, and Mr. tolcroft, in be Camp. 


Serjeaut. 
ET er you're permitted to march with me, 
Aniwer firaight twice queſt: ons three. 
Nec. No lies maſter ſerſcant we tell to you, 
Fortho we're poor lads, « 
Ser. Firſt can you drink well. 
5 Rec. Chcarly, chearly, 
Ser. Lach man his gallon, 
Net. Nearly, nearly. 
Ser. Love a ſweet wench too. 
Ke. Dearly, dearly, 
Ser. The anſwer is honeſt, bold and fair, 
50 drink to the King, whole ſoldiers we are. 
Ser. V hen bullets are whizzing about; your head, 
Can you boldly march on where ever you're led. 
Rec. To deuth we'll march forward without delay. 
If good maſter ſerjeant you'll ſhew us the way. 
Ser. Next can you ſwear well. 


Rec. Bluffly, blufily. 


Rec. Roughly, roughly. 
Ser. Frown at a cannon, 

Nec. Grufly, gruffly. 
So drink to the king, whole ſoldiers we are. 
Sung 


ve re honeſt and true. 


ung in Love in a Village. 


ENTLE youth, ah tell me why, 
5 Still you torce me thus tv . 
5 Ceate, oh! ceaſe to Preievere 3 | 
Speak not what J mult not hear : 
To my heart it's caſe reſtore ; 
Go, and never lee me more. 


THE CHARMS-OF TIIE BOTTLE. 
E mertals whom trouble and forrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pin without end, 
For ever depriv'd of hope's ali-chearing ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day. 
{ Obey the glad ſummons, the bur bell invites. 
Drink deep, and I warrant ir jets you to rights. 
Z When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
Evy hard-ncarted duns too continually preſt, 
ehen brats begin crying and iqu⸗ alline for bread, 
And wife's never ent till faſt in her bed. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


_ Neptune” 8 {alt elewert run with frech wine, 
ES ! bo” all E. UroOPe 5 pow ers together combine, 

T. Our brave Britith ſailors need ns'er care a jot, 
1 Surrounded by planty of ſuch rare grape flhiot. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &. 
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It wine, then, can miracles work, ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 

Who ſhowers his gifts tor the good of mankind, 
Obey the glad ſummons, the bar bell invites; 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights, 


Tie ROSY DAWN. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


HEN primroſe ſweet bedecks the year, 
And ſportive lambkins play, : 
When lilies if each vale appear, 8 
And mufic wakes the day: = 
With joy I meet my ſhepherd ſwain, 
1 tr! ipping oer the lawn, 
Then hand in band we range the plain, 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Well pleas'd I hear his artleſs tale, 
While rural ſcenes delight, 

Bencath the beach in youder dale, 
His muſic charms the night. 

When morn returns, I meet my ſwain 
Come tripping 0 er the lawn, 

Then hand in hand we range the plain, 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Without a bluſh to church Il] haſic 
With him who has my heart, 
While love invites, no time Ul} waſte, 
No more we'll ever part; 
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1 And when returu: ng with my ſwan, 


7 We'll trip it o'er the lawn, 
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While hand in hand we range the plain, 
We'll hail the roſy dawn. 
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Sung by Mr. Wrighten. 
ON Roger he courtcd me for a whote 


en. 
e e and made ſuch a moan, 
That I lov'd him, vet dare not to tell him (thro! 
fear) 
8⁰ I vow'd that I would lie alone. 


He ſaid, and he ſwore, if I'd be his bride, 


He would bring me 1 fine London town, 


I fhould ſee Foxes Hall and the playhoute beſide, 


But. J full ſaid 1 would lie alone, 


Away then he went, to the dance at the fair, 
Where I ſaw 8.5 give Sue a green gown; 
I wifh'd from my heart that I had not gone there, 


And hop'd that the might lie alone ; 


Z Iredden'd and ſigh'd, I danc'd and I ery'd, 
= And my heart dent forth many a groan, 


To get him avan all my arts they were try J, 


For I now thous cht I'd not lie alone. 


T other cv'ning 12 ame to my cot, with a ſmile, 
Ind atk 0 it 1 kinder was grown, 

} rold. him 10 180 zer his hopes I'd beguile. 
Nor ** Culd 1 lie: Jon! Ter alone. 


To 


E 56 


To London we came, to the playhoùſe I've been, 
And then dear Foxhall was 1 fhewn, 
Such dreſſing, ſuch dancing, ſuch fights have W 
I ſeen, l 
That I'm glad I no more lie alone. | 


Sung in Artaxerxes. * 
AIR, Semira, lovely maid, 9 
Ceafe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd but conſtant heart; 
Full ſufticient are the woes, 
Which my cruel itars oppoſe ; 
Heav'n, alas! has done it's part. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, ia Selima and Azor, " 
ZOR, in vain on thee I call! = 

| Echo alone replies ; : | = 
It ſad miſchance ſhould thee befal, 5 


4 
What pity would ariſc! 1 
Again thy Selima is here, . = 
To ſolemn promiſe true, ; 3 
She's quitted all ſhe held moſt dear 2 
To live again with you, 3 3 
In vain I call, no Azor hcars, | = 
Echo alone replies. | 3 
Alas! could'ſt thou but know my fears, P 3 
Could? it thon but hear my fdighs! _ [3 
J feel concern 1 never felt, T 
My brealt ſoft pafſions move, TV 


By tender pity taught to melt, 
By * ity led 10 love. 


58 


F NES ge A C4 ts, A 


2 2 n r Rx oe” 
EI CE TS ES NE ORR 9, . 
A _ A. 4 xn N 
N 5 


N 
The 
9 
4 * 
7 % 


1 F 
: b | Ser; ty Mr. Wilſon, in the Lady of the 1 


* 2 
1 
* 


OT Satan, when, a wily ſnake, 

He tempted grandame Ewe, 
More ſubtle than the modern rake 
Her daughters to deceive. 


I 


— 


Like her, each curious female, ſtill, 
The fruit korbido den- eyes, 

und longs to taſte both Soca and i//; 
For xv;men will be are. 


N 
N 
* 


2 Like him, purſu'd the precious plan, 


The devil himſelf had laid, 
Doth crucl, cunning, gerte man 


Seduce the hilly maid. 


Sung by Mr. Dodd, in Sclima and Azor, 
HESE ſpirits they'd make us to fear, 


Are generous, harinleis and gay; 
Aud they give us ſuch excellent chcer, 


3 I'd vifit them every day. 


For J like their treat, 
Their wine, their meat, 


And l'm merry and blithe as they. 


= Tho! { can't like a nightingale ling, 


For once turn YOUur Ses 10 A jay 


$ Tor if wine will make winter Uke 5 ing, 


Vhy not make me warble, I pray? 
For I like their treat, 
Their wipe, their meat, | 
e Im frolickſome, blithe and gay. 


Good 


11 


Good ſpirits, pray hear, if you're nigh, 
Bring back the ſweet time of May, 
When bonny brown Ellin and J, 
Lov'd long as the ſun hid his ray. 
For J like your treat, 
Vour wine, your meat, 


And I'm e blithe and gaye 


Suns by Miſs Brown, in the Lady of the Manor. 


ELIGHTFUL is a rural lite, 
Where peace and pleaſure reign ; 
\Where faithful every man and wite, 
And true each nymph and ſwain. 
"The plain of plains, the rural plain, 
Where ſuch pure raptures flow ; 
Put way J ne'er ſee town again, 
It ſuch a Plain I know, 


Believe me, falſe the country clown 
As any London beau ; 
The ru/lic laſi like Mijs in torun, 
Can favours too beſtow. 
The town of towns, dear London tows, 
Thy pleaſures, then, be mine ! 
Deceit may dreſs in linen gown, 
And Truth in diamonds ſhine. 


THE. HAPPY LOVER: 


HI LST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia, who can paint my blits 
Who the traafports I'm enjoyings 


When thy balwy lips I kits ? 


Ev'ry 
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Ex ry look with love inſpires me, 

K v'ry touch my boſom warms, | 

Ev'ry melting tranſport fires me, 
Ex'ry joy is in thy arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes, how ſoft they Ianouith ? 
> Feel my heart with raptures beat; 

= Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 

When the tranſport 1 18 ſo great: 


- > Look not fo divinely on me, 
Celia, J ſhall die with bliſs : 

Yet! yet! turn thoſe eves upon me. 
; Who'd not dic a death like this 2 
| Þ HOOK or by CRO O KR. 
1 Fang by My, Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
50 Few years ago, in the days of my graunam, 
1 A worthy good woman as ever broke bread ; 
W dat lectures ſhe gave, in the morning began em- 
Nor ceas'd till ſhe laid herſelf Jown on her bed: 


| She never declin'd what ſhe once undertook, 
But twiſted, | 
Perſiſted, 
Now dflatter'd. 
Now ſpatter'd, 

And always ſucceeded by hook or voy crook, 


Said ſhe child whatever your fate is hereafter, 
It married, if ſingle, if old or if Young ; 

in madnels, in ſadneſs, in tears or in laughter, 
But tollo my maxims you cannot do wrong; 
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3 
Each paſſion, each temper, I always coud 


brook, - 
When ſoolded 


J moulded, 
When heated 
1 etre * dated, 


And manag'd my matters by hook or by crock, 
Enſrar'd by her counſel I ventur'd to marry, 


And fancy'd a wife by my grandmother's we 


Nligbt be taught like 1 [panel to fetch and to 


Carry, 


But ſoon 1 found out that we both had been tools; 
In vain I thow'd inalam the wondertul book, 


F coax'd-her,; 
I box'd her, 
But ny 7 
Unru! az) 


Wives cannot by Gov ern'd by hook or by croo! | 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, in Sclima and Azor, 


O flow'r that blows, 
Is like this role, 
Or tcatters ſuch pertume ; 
Upon my breatt 
Ah, gently reit, 


And ever, ever bloom. 8 


Dear pledge to prove 
A parent's love; 
A pleaſing gift thou art! 
Come, ſweeteſt flow'r, 
And from this hour 
Live henceforth in my heart, 
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Sung by Ars. Morton, in the Invaſion. 


N HAT painful waments, counts the maid, 
8 Whoſe faithful boſom ſtill, 

; Rete us the image love has made, 

= Aga! init a parents WIII. 


No morn that ſhakes its roſy wings, 
Dans peace upon her breaſt ; 
Aud night that balmy {lumber brings, 
To her atiords no reſt. 


ln vain ſhe hopes that time will prove, 
„What abſence could not give; 
Por ſhould the ceaſe ne > hour to love, 

Z That hour ſhe'd ceate to live, 


Thus deep within the wounded heart, 


„The fatal arro W lies; 

JO x 
And when too near we draw the 4 rt, 
"2 The fatal victim dies. | 


GSung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Mileſian. 


8 to your guns my hearts of o: ak, 
Let not a word on board be poke, 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 

Be ſilent and be ready, 


* 5 2 ESL FR. TS r $55 


Kam home your guns, and ſpunge them well, 

. Let us be ſure the balls will tell, | 

The cannons roar ſhall found their knelt, 

Ke 2 tteady, be ſteady boys be iteady, &0C. 
nn 8 | N ot 
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Not yet nor vet nor yet referve your fire, [3 


do defire, not yet nor yet nor yet, fic! 


Now the elements do rattle, 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle, 

Now the elements do rattle, 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle, : 
The battle, the battle, &c. 1 


A broadide my boys, 

A broadiide my boys, 

See the blood? in Fate tide, ; 
Trickle down her batter*d ſide ; 


Wine'd with fate the bullets fly, 
Conquer boys s or bravely die, &. 8 


Turl deſtruction on your ſoce; 
Hurl deſtruction on your toes ; 
She tinks, ſhe ſinks, the finks, uzza! 
To the bottom to the bottom down ſhe goes, &c, | 


FIE SHEPHERD FIE. 
Sung at Ranelagh, by Mr. Meredith, 


Vother day 0 er the green meadows I paſs'd, 
A maid overtook me I held | er hand falt; 
nen cry'd my dear Lucy thou caueo my care, 
tow long mult thy faithful young Damon de- 
5 
To crown my ſoft 1 no longer be ſhy, 
W hen frowning the anfwer'd, G tie ſhepherd fie: 


I told 
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[ told her. my paſſion like time would endure, 
That beauty, which kindled my flame would 
ſecure, 


That all her ſweet charms were for vleaſure de- 


fign'd, 


And . was the ſeaſon to love and be kind, 


Then what could ſhs ſay f ſhe could hardly deny 
But faintly ſhe utter'd, O he ſnepherd tie. 


I vow'd with a kiſs that I could not refrain, 

She told me twas rude, but I kils'd her again, 

My conduct ye ſhepherds in this never blame, 

For had you been there you had juit done the 
ſame. 

Reſolv'd to reſiſt, tho' inclin'd to comply, 

Yer ſtill ſhe kept crying, O fie ſhepherd fle. 


With ardour I preſs'd her my fair to believe, 

And Hy men ſhould prove I ne'er meant to de- 
ceiv Cy 

For long had I lor'd her, and fwoke't to be true, 

When thus ! proteſted, Why what could ſhe do. 

She ſtrove to retuie me, but 'twas with a ſigh, 

For really ſne could not lay, fie ſnepherd fer 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, inthe Lady of the Manor, 


T romps with Robin, Tom, or Dick, 
One feortul is of danger, 
And rates them for the wanton trick 
One pardons, i in a ſtranger. 
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If ſuch rough clowns ſhould come too near, 1 
We riſk the heing undone ; 1 
Bui rude may be thoſe fre edoms here, 1 
Which civil are in London, 1 
ö Sung ty Mis Brown, in the Scheming Lieutenant b 
— Ho 
| B S AT Ha green ſhade a lovely yourg ſwain, 5 
One exening reclin'd to diſcover his pain. 1 
do ſad yet fo ſweetly he warbled his woe, ? 

The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountaitis-t 
flow. s 
Rude windswith compaſitn could hear him com 

plain, 


Yet Chloe leſs gentle was deat to his pain, | 


How happy he cry'd my moments once flew, 
Erc Chloe's bright charms firſt laſt'd in ins view, | 


"Thoſe eyes hen with pleature the dawn could 


| furvey, 8 
| Nor {wild the falr morning more chearful than 

| they. | 
. Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, I 

L I'm tortur'd in pleaſure and languiſh in light. E: 

4 8 f 

i Thro' chances in vain relief J purſue, 

| All all bat conſpire my erieis to renew; 


From Tunſhine to zephy rs and ſhades we repair, 
% funſhine we fly ae too piercing an air. 
ut loves ardent fever burns always the fame, 
No winter can cool it no ſummer inflames 


f 
; 
1 


But ſee the pale moon all clouded retire, - 7 
The breezes grew cool, not Stephon's deſire; 


I fly 


1 65 J 


| fly from the dangecs of tempeſt and wind, | 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the 111 8 

Ah wretch how can life be worthy thy care 

To lengthen ! its moments but lengthens deſpair, 
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Surg by Mrs, Kennedy, in the La ady of the Manor, 


HA hopes can there be for poor Ciceh, | 
Z TS That one who's a gentleman born, | 
In love cannot cater more nicely, 
2 nd treat a plain milk- maid with ſcorn. 
Can be who was Cer horn at Highgate, 


Che miſtreis forſake for the maid : 
When, ah! Hos een her mean and my g oat, 
So {triking a diff 'rence diſplay d ? 


| Can he, who knows a gem to prize, 
Add m 5 its worth enjoy, 


a Reject, vice both before his eyes, | 
| \ A diamond fur a toy ? [ 
=> a bat hopes can there be, then, for Cicely, & Ec, 
2} BEST or A Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 
F I 1 lait time I came o'er the moor, | 
1 I left my love behind me; 1 
3 s] Je POWErs what pain do I endure, ö 
When ſoft ideas remind me. l 
Ilie doublet was of Zealand ſhag, | 
And who but \ Villy he was braw; | 
Auch at his ſhoulders hangs a tag, 


EF hat pleas'd the laſſes beſt of à. 3 
= A (#2 Shou'd {} 


1 

Shou'd he be call'd where cannons roar, 

Where mortal ſteel may wound him; 
Or caſt upon tome foreign ſhore, 

May angels guard round him, 
Then may his courage never flag, 

For my deer Willy he is braw; 
And at his ſhoulders hangs a tag 

That pleaſe the lates beſt of à. 


In all my ſoul there's not a place, 

To let a rival enter; 

Since he excells in ev'ry grace, 
In him my love ſhall center. 

Then of my lover I may brag, 
For who but W illy he is braw; 

Aud at his ſnoulders hangs a tag, A 
That pleaſe the laſſes belt of a, | 


Sung ty Mrs, Kennedy, in he Lady of the Manor, 
OU terribly flatter, I'm ſorely afraid, 


Poor Cicely, an ignorant, innocent maid; 
More witty and pretty behalf than my 1 
ä My betters, ſo fair, 
You well may compare, 
To fine China ware, 
That ſtands in the cup-board, or CL ſhelf; 
: While homelier Cih, 
Like a n earthen difh, 


Is courſe and as clumſy as delf. A 
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ANNA. Sung by Mi; Catley, and Mi. Leoni. 
HEPHERDS I have loft my love, 


Have you teen my Anna? 
Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home ſorſook, 
Near yon miſty fountain ; 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwoud ſhade and fountain. 


Nerer ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning. 
All the joys of lite are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning, 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds tell me who ther 3 5 
Ah woe tor me, perhaps ſhe's gone, 
For ever and for ever. | 
Shepherds I have loſt my love, &c, 


A HUNTING SONG, 


Sung by Mr, Dearl, at the Grotto Gardens, 


ARK, hark, the joy inſpiring horn, 
N the roſy riling morn, 
And echoes through the Bats: ; 
With clamorous peals the hills refound, 
The hounds quick ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant g ale. 


1 68 1 
Nor gates nor heages can impede, 
The brick high mettl'd ftarthng iteed, 
OS. jovral PACK pur ue; 5 
J.ike light'ning darting o'er the plains, 
The diſtaut hills with ipeed he gains, 
And ſecs the game in vieW. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
An4 iv the cope for ſhelter makes, 


The 2 Pit! 1ts awhile for breath; 
When gow the noiſe BI her eur, 
Her haunts deſery'd her fate is near, 


She lees e death. 


. by Ge well known breeze, 
ds their trembli ng vi Gim leize, 
Sue falnts the falls ſhe dies; 
The diſtant eourſers now come in, 
A. join the loud triumphant din, 
1:11 echorenu the Kies. 


P R ATS _I 0 F JOCK E. — V. 
A Scotch Ballad, Sang by hs. arrel; 
'Q b* Tay's green banks PI 55 tell 
ds 5 


he love J have for Jockey, 

fir nd my fong each l ATION belle, 
And th epherds, wks r flock ye. 

I gre: my heart to chat fond a n, 
! bo won To vt ne fa Aly ! a 

: Wers 0 d. 25 zain, 


* 


192 A 

TO ITED I ES opt 2 
«x0 n 2 
8 


[09-1 


His manners ſokt, tho' ſtrong his mind, 
Not fickle like the weather, 

Not crois o day, to-morrow kind, 
And lighu er than a feat! TY 
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His words and actions th agree, 
His temper's warm, not ly 21dy : 
He's always good and juſt to me. 
Joo love and honou ir ſteady. 


For his own elf, I like my ſwain, 
11 know his Wort® and! nature: 

oh I give him not a moment's Pain, 
Nor wrong lo tiveet a creature. 


» of 


; 
* o girl on Tweed, on Clyde, or Spey, 
Is born to ſo much picature, 
F As is the merry laſs of Tray, 


Or cloſer hugs her tre -afure. 

3 Sang in ArtaxerXCcs. 

ST ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 

E Pity's ſofter claim remove ; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, ache d by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſu! pending, 
Judge of mine Dy "thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor with rancour never ending, 

f Heap freit ſorrows on th' oppreſt, 


cav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
7 Neer my wretched ſtate can mend ; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 

1 faber brother, lover, friend ! 


Sung 


1 70 1 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Ve Lady of the Nandi 
IVI me then, life's largeſt cup; b 
Fill with pleaſure, fill it up; 
Pleaſure, ſuch as love inſpires, 
Melting Joys and warm delires ; 
Keep, Oh! keep it running oer, 


Till, grown old, I thirſt no more. 


PRITHEE FOOL BE QUIET. 4 Scotch S 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
OUNG Jockey ſought my heart 


| To win, and woo'd as lovers woo, 

I vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do. 

Whate'er he'd figh, whatc'er he'd vor, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 

An when he preſs'd his fate to know, 
Twas prithee fool be 1 


Month after month of am'rous pain, 
He made a mighty fuis, 

Why it you know one love's a ſwain, 
*Vis wrong to ſay one does 

He told me paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing diet, 

And pray what anſwer could l give, 
But prithec fool be quiet. 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 
And like a man he ery *d; 

Thy hand, my dear, this very day 
Shall Celia be my bride 
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Convinc'd he would have teaz d me ſtill, 
I cou'd not now deny it, 
Ani now, believe me, when I will, 

1 make the fool be quiet. 


WM on by Mr. Banniſter, in Selima and Azor, 


Wretch like me has nought to dread, 
Mistortune makes me brave': : 

V Vould I were number'd with the dead, 
A And in the ſilent grave! 


For why ſhould life be worth our care, 
V hen hope is ſunk in black deſpair ! 


7 
& 


5 in the Lady of the Manor, by My, Mattocks, 
5 Mis Brown, and crhers. 


ITI friendly ſmile, and tocial glee, 
= Lo? Rar al-hofpitaliiy, 

With hearty welcome to the beſt, 

0 5 n ev'ry 2 anger makes a gueſt. 


Þ plenty ſpreads her cheartul board, 

With what kind Nature's gifts afford 3 
Jo lib'ral, generous, frank and tree 

L. h 'tality ! | 


n heaven no ſooner heard her name, 
Ti an Jove to earth a rambler came; 
Þ/:/:mou's gueſt as well as we ; 

| Bail? ; Rural -Heſpita h. 
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NOW OR NEVER. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


O make the moſt of fleeting time 
Shou'd be our great endeav our, 
Fu love, we both are in our prime, 
The time 15 now or never, 


A thouſand charms around you play 
No girl more bright or clever 
Then let us both agree to-day, 
'i0-morrow will be never. 
I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
J burn with love's high tever, 
Prav now be kind, I know you can, 
Lou muſt not anſwer never. 


Whliſt thus you, Chloe, turn aſide, 
You frultrue my endeavour: 

That face will jade, come down that pride, 
Your time is now or never. 


128 for vourſe! q or me too late, 
Say now vou're miue for ever; 
I may be nätch'd by care or fate, 
My time is now or never. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


OU ak if her I love the moſt, 
Is 'mongſt the girls I make my toaſt, 
O every ſort are they and fize, 
Wah blue and black and hazle eyes, 
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Indeed the truth I muſt not tell, 
You u ou'd not like me quite ſo well. 
ſce a pretty girl in green, 
Another that is tcarce eighteen, 
And ſhe in charming pink that's dreſt, 
Is ſaid to touch my amorous breaſt, 
In ſpite of theie my heart is whole, 
She 1s not here who wins my foul, 


Whene'cr the toaſt goes briſkly round, 
never at a loſs am found, 

Shall, Dolly, Kitty crown my glaſs, 
My heart is on my fav rite laſs, 

But who the real girl may be, 

Can ne'er be gueſs'd or told by me, 


My hoarded wealth I'll not reveal, | 

Leſt ſome bold thiet ſhou'd come and ſteal, 
And he who knews the nymph I kits, 

May try to rob me of my biiſs, 

Not even death, I am ſo ſtout, 

Shall ever get the ſecret out. 


A Rondeau, Sung at Vaurhall. 


YHEPHERD, ceaſe your fot: complaining, 
Pre a heart that ſcorns diſdaining: 

I no baſhful meanings want, 

All that virtue aſks I'll grant; 

Dowa-caſt looks, and frequent ſighing, 

Diſtant awe, and vows of dying, 

All are ſenſeleſs, Who'd believe 

He would die, who ſtill my live ? 
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THE SYCAMORE: SHADE, 
Sung by M;j5 Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
FN a ſęcumore ſhade, as I fat t'other day, 
J As blithe as the birds in the grove, 
It happen 4 voung Demon was walking that way, 
Wb often had hinted his love. 
I roie to be gone as I ſaw him appear, 
Chen kneel! ing, he begg'd I'd not fly, 
So ſoft were his accents they baniſh'd my fears, 
I cuu'd not the ſheph+rd deny. 


He beg'd me to ſtay, whilit his wiſh he expreſs' d, 
And {wore that he meant me no harm; 

My hand to his boſom he eagerly preſs'd, 
Which, throbbing, confels's The e 

My cheeks. he declar'd, wore the bluſh of the roſe, 

My-h: and with the lily might vie, thoſe, 

That my hre ith was much ſweeter than either of 
All this I was ſorc'd to deny. 

He ſ11a be ſhou'd languiſh and die with deſpair, 
Unleis I requit-d <p rte; 

And pray'd me to end all his ſcrrow and care, 
For truer no ſwain &er cou'd prove. 

He begg'd that a day, I wou'd ſpeedily name, 
And waited ro hear my reply ; 

My bluſhes.conteſs*l, that I felt all his flame, 
Nor could I the ſhepherd deny. | 


Next morm to the church, with my Damon I went, 
And gave him my hand and my heart; | 
E. er ſince have my days been in happineſs ſpent, 
Vaich Hymen alone can impart. 
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Then hear me, ye nymphs, who are youthful | 
and gau, 
From the ſhepherd you love e never fly, 
The ſpring of your lives will roo ſoon glide away, 
Beware, leaſt too oit you deny. 
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SONS. 


IF tis joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him ea; 
* When his pation we difcover, 
h, how plealing 'tis to pleaſe ! 
This is doubly to encharm him; 
Makes him proud to be use; 
What can more our w rth in:orm him, 
Than to heal rhe wounds we gare? 


„ 3 


* Thus the warrior tam'd in ſtory, 
Leading captiies through the "fie 1d; 
Juſtly merits double glory, 
Gently treating thote chat yield. 
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PASTORAL B LL. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxh. all, 


ORSAKEN my pipe and my crook, 
5 Why will you ſolicit my lay, 
No longer I fit by the brook, 
3 And carrol my ſorrows away. 
day Laura, what theme ſhall I chuſe, 
4 You; praiſes I mult not proclaim, 
3 And friend! hip” s too cold for my muſe, 
And love I'm forbidden to name. 


2 | For 
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For l'm but a poor ſi mple ſwain, 
Whoſe flocks and whoſe herds are but ſmall, 
And my cottage tho? neat on the plain, 
Is cover'd with thatch and that's all, 
And Laura is blooming and young, 
Ah! would that I too were the ſame, 
My heart then might hint to my tongue, | 
What now I'm Jorbidden to name. 1 


Yet den;*d my fond wiſh to impart, 
My wiſhes trom you ſhall not ſwerve, 
That the ſhepherd who ſues for your heart, 
By his own may your virtues deſerve, 
With the charms which no time can deſtroy, _ 
With the worth which no breath can derame, C 
May you taſte ot that permanent joy, 
Which now I'm torbidden to name. 
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Sung ly Mr. Dibdin, in The Padlock, 


1 EAR heart, what a terrible lite am I led! 
I A Dog has a better, that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
i Night and day 'cis the tame, 
My pain is dere game ; 
Me wiſh to de Lord mc was dead, | 
\\/ hate'er's to be done, 
Poor Black mutt run; 
i Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
f Mungo every where. c 
i Above or below, _ | E. 
10 Sirrah, come, Sirrah, 80 1 
| | _ fo, and do ſo. ü 4 
0 Oh! . T1 
"Ml Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. T4 
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The WARWICKSHIRE LAP. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in the Jubilee, 


E Warwickſhire Lads and ye Laſſes, 
j See what at our Jubilee paſles ; 
Come revel away, rejoice, and be glad. 


For the Lad of all Lads is the Warwickſhire Lad, 


Warwickſhire Lad, 
All be glad, 
For the Lad, Oe. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 

Were nature has laviſfli'd her 3 ; | 

Whe e much ſhe has given, and ſome to be ſpar d, 

For the Bard of all Bards was the Warwickfhire 
Warwickſhire Bard, 8 [ Bard, 
Never pair'd, 

For the Bard, Sc. 


Our Shakeſpcare compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman : 
Their ſwans are all geeſe to Avon's ſweet Swan, 
For the man of all men was the Warwickſlüre 
Warwickſhire man, [ man, 
Avon's Swain, | 

For the man, Oc. 

Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 

And halt a tcore more we take pride in; 

Or famous Wil! Congreve we boait too the ſkill, 

But the Will of all Wins was the Warwickſhire 
Warwickſhire Will, [ Will, 
Matchleſs ſtill, 

But the Will of all W ills, Se. 


H 3 | There 
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There never was ſeen ſuch © creature, 
Ot all the was worth he robb'd nature, 


He took all her tmiles, and he took all her gricf, 
For the Thief of all Thieves was the Warwick 


ſhire Thief, 
Varwickſhire Thief, 
He's the Chief, 
For the 'Vhicf of all Thicves, Sc. 


SHAKESPEARE's GARLAND. 


E. T beauty with the ſun ariſe, 
* To Sh: keſ eure tr bute pay, 
With heavenly ſmiles and i ſparkling cxes, 

Give grace and luſtre to the day. 


Each ſmile ſhe gives protects his name, 
What tuce mall dare to frown? 

Not envy's felt can blait the fame, 
VW hich beauty deigns to crown. | 


Sung by Mis. Smith, * the Oper 2 9) The Wedding Kin 
[| Saw, what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 


Vith wings, and bow, 
And uſpect mild; 
v ho ſobb'd, and figh'd, and pin'd, 
And berg” d 1 would fome boon beſtow ; 
On a poor little boy, ſtone blind. 


Not aware of the d: nger, too ſoon I comply'd. 
For exulting he cry'd, 
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And drew from his quiver a dart; 

My power you ſhall know, 
Then levell'd his bow, 

And wounded meg right in the heart. 


Sung by Mr. Du Bellamy, in the Entertainment of 
Mother Shipton, 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloc's face, 

Honcy upon her check the laid, 

And bid me kiis the place. 
Pleas'd, L obey'd, and from the wound 

Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart; 
loney on my lips I found, 

The ſting wichin my heart. 


EWEET WHLLY:D: 
Sung ” Ars. Baddley, in the Jubilee. 


HE. pride of all Nature was ſweet WIIly O, 
The pride of all Nature was ſweet M illy 0 
The firſt of all ſwains, 

He gladden'd the plains, 


None ever was like to the ſweet W in, 2 * 


He tung it ſo rarely did ſweet Wuly O, 
He ſung it, Cc. 


TI 


Re welicd each Maid, | | 
So {kiltul he play'd,.: { 


| No Shepherd e'er Pip'd like the ſet Willy O. f 


Au 4 
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All Nature obey'd him the ſwect Willy O, 1 
All Nature, Oc. YN 
| I herevrer he came, 5 
Wh Whate'er had a Name, 3 
Whenever he ſung follow'd ſweet Will O. 
Mt He would be a Soldier the ſweet Willy O, 
Y He would, Sc. 
| If When arm'd in the field 
| | | With ſword and with ſhield, 
16 The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 
Mi He charm'd them while living the tweet Willy O, 
H charm'd, Wc 
| And when Willy dy'd, 

„Twas Nature that teh . 
To part with her all in the fweet Willy O. 
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The My is tity TT LES 


REHoLD this fair goblet, *rwas carv'd fron : 
the tree, [by thee; [4 
- Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was plantel Þ 
As a relic I kits it, and bow at thy ſhrine, | 
What comes trom thy band muſt be ever divine. 
All ſha'l yield to the Mader Tree; 


Bend 10 thee 
Bleſs?d Mulberry ; ® 
Matchleſs was he 5 
That planted thee, 

And thou, like him, immortal ſalt be. 


Ve trecs of the Foreſt fo rampant and high, 


1 Who ſpread round your branches, whole head 
ſweep the iky ; V. 
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"i * © curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 
Jo root out the natives at prices fo dear” : 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


Ihe oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
J Prefery 'd once our King, and will always our 


coalt : [that fight, 


FN 3 Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands 


But one, only one, like our Shakeſpear can write, 


All ſhall yield, &c, 


Let V enus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 


Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs; ; 


The Garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the taireſt of 
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All ſhall yield, Oc. [fruit. 
With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 
birch [Church; 


Supplies Law and Phyſic, and Grace for the. 
But Law and the Gofpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
He gives the beſt Phyſic tor body and mind. 

All ſhall yield, Sc. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree : 
Give Phœbus and Bacchus their luurcl and vine. 


The tree of our Shakeſpeare 1 is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, Oc. 


As the Genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
day, 

More rapture-than wine to the heart can convey ; 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 

Has the laurel and bays, and thc vine all im one. 


All ſhall yield, Oc. Then 
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Then cach take a relic of the hollow tree, 
th From tolly and faſhion a4 charm let it be; 
| a fill to the Flanter he cup to the brim, 
| Fo honou your country, do hondur to him. - 


Alt ſhall vield, De. 


, 4 * 
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Sung hy Mrs. Wrighten, in Beiphegor. 


ACA day all the work of the houſe I mult do 

, I ew, and 1 knit, and 1 pin. 
1 ſcrub, and I rub, and I bake, and I brew ; 
The labour's all left tor dame Din. 8 


And while ev'ry comfort we cannot afford, 
On my children's account, I refuſe, 

My huſband's as great aud as drunk as a lord, 
Thinks the pleaſure is all tor Sir Bogze. 


But you raſcal, you villain you hang-dog, you ſor, 
No longer this plan L' puriue ; 

For ſince family duties are daily forgot, 
Dame Din will have her plcatures too. 


The Inconſtant Swain, Sung at Ranelach, 


ENEATH this grove, this ſilent ſhade, 
Come, Damon, to the gentle maid; | 
chat other oy mph wou'd love like me? = 
For, oh, thou'rt all inconſtancy! = 


Tou us d to talk of love and bliſs, 
And often figh'd my lips to kiſs; 
But roving now is ſweeter lee, | 
For thou art all inconttancy, 


Hero 
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5 Here fracrant flow? rets ſweetly ſpring, 

The feather'd choir in concert ling ; 
Vet vain is what [ hear and ſee, 
Since Damon s all inconſtancy. 


"The am'rous doves now bill and coo, 

And o,, falle Damon, ſo can you; 
But can't like them conteated be, 
Thy ſole delight's inconitancy, 


"dy 6 imple fair! believe not man, 
They all 4 ved ON? mon? * plan; * 

IT hen from the ſex your hearts keep free, 
And love, like them, inconſtancy. 


: | Sunp by Mrs. Matttocks, in Love in a Villa 


UPID, God of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs Lover's part: 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind ocgalſion 
| To rew ard a Faithful heart. 


Juft ily thoſe we ty rants call, 
Wo the body would enthr al ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 
| Nt hoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
| L Cupid, God of, &. 


E 


bis I bat is grandeur? toe to reſt ; 
Child. ſh mummery at beſt, 

leppy I in humble mate! 

Puch, ye fovis, the glitt' ring bait. 
Wy Ci pid, God of, Kc. 
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Sfleſh! 


( 84 } 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
H! had I been by Fate decreed 


' Some humble cottage Swain, 
In tair Roſetta's fight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain ; 


What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er mult know ? 

Ye envious Pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot fo low? 


Surg by Mr. Dibdin, in The Maid of the Mil 


F that's all you want, who the plague will bc 
ſorry ? 


Twere better by half to dig "Fe in a quarry , | 
For my ſhare, I'm weary of what 1s got by't: 


coiling, 


You're never content, but when folks are 3 5 


And drudging like horſes from morning 
night. 


You think I'm afraid, but the diff rence to {tes 
vou, 

Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks, too, I thro 
you ; 


Hencetorward, take care of your matters who ÞÞ 


will; | need' em, 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 

And n never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


1ere's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
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1 Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village, 


IN vain Levy art eflay, 

N To pluct the venom'd ſhaft away, 
I] hat rankles in my heart: | 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, 

My eftor-s but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the imart. 


' PAMON and FEOKR ELEA. D:alcpi:. 


BY | Sung in e Sorcerer. 


e He. AST, my loie, thine eyes around, 
Ses the ſportive lambkins Play; 
Nature daily decks the ground, 


12 All in honour ot the May : - 
d! Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
5 Liſten co the voice of love. 
1 Sbe. Damon, thou haſt ſound me long 
= Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale; 
MW And thy lot, perſuaſive tongue 
ev Otten held me in the dale: 
= Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
os F All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove, 

W; Not the garden's faireſt flow” 5 
Nor ſ the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour; 

Can velioht thy Damon's eye, 


It Florella | is not by, 


Il, 39 | 
* She. Not the water's gentle fall. g 
It By the bank with poplars crown 'd, | 
1 Not the feather'd ſopgtters all, 

|} Nor the flute's melodious found, 
4 : Can delight Fl.rella's ear, 

1 If her Damon is not near. 


* et IG rr . 3 


Buh. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the cheartul {caion gay; 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May : | 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
 Litten to the voice of love. | 


| ff favourite Soug in MIDAS. 

1 OVELY N mph afſwage my anguiſh, 
At your tect a tender Swain 

Prays you will not let him languith; 
One kind look wow'd eate bis pain. 


Did you know the Lad that courts 
You, he not lo ong need ſue in vain; 

Prince of Song, of Dance, of Sports, 
You ſcarce will mect his like again. 
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Seng Ly Mr. Dunſtal, i» Love in a Village 


4 ELL, well ſay no more; 

1! So you told me before; 

I know the full length of my tether, 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to [cho p 

IL can ſpell you, and put you together. 
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Bet 


A word to the wiſe 
WI always {ufhe : 


"Addfniggers! ! 30 h to your e 


I's not ſuch an elf, 
Th'of J fay't myſelf, 
But know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


Sie in the Nexw Egli Opera of The Maid of the 


XIIIl. 


Cu con vis; 
REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
| O how bleſt the Miller s life 
Chearful working thro? the Jay i 


Still he lau, hs 3 and ſings away. 


Nought can vex hin, 
Nought pe piex him, 
Whiltt there's griſt to make him gay. 


BELT 
Gr the Great enjoy the bleilings 
By indulgent fortune ſent, 
* bat can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 


dug hy Me. Yates, in The ade Lovers. 


HEN the headof poor Tummus was broke 


By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
| Aa Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 


And wept for poor Tummus's ſake; 


1 2 When 
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When his Worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
Ard ihe :1quor was charming and ſtou 
O their were the times to . 
And we footed it rarely about. 
Then our partners were buxom 25 does, 
And we all were as happy 25 K.ings ; 
Each lad in his holiday ths | 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things; 
What merriment all the day long! 
May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch ; ; 
Odzooks ! but I'll join in the ſong, 
And I'll hobble about with my crutch. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


Seck not at once in a female to find 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind ; 
Let the fair one J love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho' ſhe decieve, I may ſtill think her true: 


Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and 
clean ; 

Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 

By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, 

Nor indebted to paint, —for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of 


the lex, 


Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 


For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt ; 


May 
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| ; May her humour the t »ſte of the company hit, 

| . Not affoctedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 

And I' love her for ever, — I mean, if I can. 


| 7 Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


; I! how ſhall I, in language weak, 
6 E My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or lorm my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewell ; 
| Farewell--but know, tho! thus we parts 
My thoughts can never {tray : 
© Go where I will my conſtant heart 
23 Mutt with my char mer ſtay. 


1 Favourite Song in the Epiisiax MaATRON, 


52 at Ranclagh. 


FI was a wife, | 
And mv dearcit dear lite 


Took it into his noddle to die; 
ter I took the whim 

Io be bure'd with him, 

Think I'd know very we 1 why, 
F poignant my grict, 
150 fearch for relief, 
Tor ſink with the weight of y care; 
A falve might be for: 
ut No doubt, above grau ey 
And 1 think I know very w ell Wh 


: 1 2 An- 


Yo 3 
Another kind mate 
Should give me what fate 
\Yould not from the former allow; 
With him I'd amuſe 
The hours you abufe, 
And I think I know very W ell how. 
"Tis true, I ma maid, 
And ſo't may be ſaid, 
No judge of the conjugal ! lot; 
Yet marriage, [ ween, 
Has a cure for the ſpleen, 
An! I think 71 bnow very well what. 


Sung by Mr. Beard. 
E that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him; 
For in his wants there is one to relieve him: 
le may ſleep quietly when his wite s waking : 
Ard may be tree from care, void of pains-raking : 
And his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey were borh of them horned. 


The Captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
While his wife and his mate fail both together ; - 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
While the poor cuckold is at his devotion ; 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Ceſar and Pompey were both'of them horned. 


The Merchant upon the fea ſearching for treaſure, 
What tho? his merchandize be out of meaſure ; : 
Yet, it he kiſs a girl, while he is ranging, 
His wife repa\s him, a bill of exchange, in: 


But 
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But his condition is not to ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of of them horned. 


The greateſt Lawyer that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Non eff inwenins ; 

And tho' he never fo. wiſe in his place is, 

She will ſtill find that a flaw in his caſe is: 
Vet his condition is nut to be ſcorned, 

Ceſar and Pompey were both of.them horned. 


The greateſt Stateſmen, that e er was applau Hed, 


5 Need not to laugh at a Citizen horned; 


ob, if *tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The City- James ſtill obcy the Court-rafhions : 
Yet his condition is not to be fe -orned, 
Cefar and Pompey were boch 91 them hor 12d, 


V\ hile the poor Parton with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their ting are aboundiug; 


Some one, perhaps, pays his tythes to his w fe, 


Hcedleſs of rules for amendment of life: 
Yet his condition is not to be tcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned, _ 
You that are cuckoids, let this be your comtorts 


There are fer others between this and Rumtord * - 


Brethren al! in a row, ſhake hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the bull's feather ;. 
For your condition is not to be {corned, 

Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


Sung by Ir. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


1 ET gay ones, and great, 
M. ke the moſt of their : #17 
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From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun, 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 

With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, : 
No ſtings leave bebind, 

But health and diverſion unite, 


Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Almena, 
HE golden radiance of the ſun, 
Mild glancing thro' the cedar bow' rs, 
Renews the glories of the day: 
The beautecus ſcene's again begun, 
Which Nature freſnens and empowers, 
And ev'ry bird exalts his lay, 


Sweet 15 the prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the meadows as they ſmile, 
And ſweet the rural Minttrel's fong ; 
But ſweeter is the mind in tune, 
Sweeter the heart unknown to guile, 
And ſweeter where the Virtues throng, 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Love in a Village, 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, © 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 1 
Whoſe withes are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart; 


93" 1 


It aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this fide ſtars can be found ; 
is ſure, when that couple unite, 


And Cupid by Hymen 1s crown'd, 
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BACC HUS and ARIADNE. 4 CAN TATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
1 When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And ſau his veſſel leſs*ning to her view: 
She ſmote her breaſt; ſhe rav'd, and tore her 
har; 
Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair. 


A1 R. 
Ab! Theſeus, Thefeus, ſtay! 


Ceaſe, ccaſe, ye winds, to blow! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe 1 flow, 
Nor waft my love away ! 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ferv'd thee io ? 
Ah! Theſcus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
| You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly? 
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RuciTATIVE. 


| The jolly god who rules the jovial bowl, 
4 ] 

Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the foul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadue's grief, 

| And, gently, thus adininiftred relief. 


8 Ld 


3 1 
. no Mp; 
* 


FL as 


=>" ” 
23 


: — IS on nn 2 3 _ 
— — ³¹Ü -A — — —— - wo = 


=== 


1 94 J 
A1 . 


0 Ocale, lovely Nymph, to weepy 
Wipe off that calli ling tear; 
Tnough Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here; 
Jam Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of ren clty and joy; 
It Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 
Ot my choicett cordial draught ; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; 
"Twill baniſh er 'ry gloomy thought 4 - 
Fill it higher to the brink ; 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink? 


RECITATIVE. 


W ich ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd. 

And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd; 

The potent draught, with more than magic art, 

Flew thro' her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding 
heart : 

In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown a, 

And with ſucceſs the jovial god was crown d 

While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, 

Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. 


A 2:35 


Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and 

who pine, 
Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 
Tet 


„„ 


Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that” . 


more fair, | | deſpair; 
Take a comforting glaſs, and 'twill drown all 
And let the fond youth who would win the coy 
maid, 
Inſtead of his Cupi Ps, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 
ſollv Bicchus ne'er fails of pertorming lis part: 
Let hin gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the 
heart. 
Sung by Mr:;. Pinto, in Love in a Village, 
OUNG I am, and ſcre afraid: 
Y Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray? 
Tempt me not, .ind Sir, I pray. ill 
Men too often we bel eve ; 0 
Ard ſhou'd ws my taith dece' We, 1 
Rin firft, and then for lake, i 
Sure my tender heart would break. 1 
| 
Sung by Mr. Tenducc, ix Artaxerxes. | 
| ATE N, parted from the {ca; 
W May 1 mereaſe the river's tide, 
To tut b nbbling tount may flee, 


or thro' fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſe arch of loſt repoſe, 
hiv? the land 's free to roam, 
nm it murmurs as it flows, 

Jill it reach its native home. 


S. 
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Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 


KM H! Why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, T 
Oppreſs each yy 1ihful heart? . 
Nuit all his rigid laws obey 
And feel his pointed dart? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the flaviſh chain; 
The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


DvuxTTo. Sung by Mr. Leoni, and Miß. Catles, 
in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes, 
AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay ; 


O retard unwelcome day ; 
Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt, 

From the idol of my heart 
Forc'd at thy approach to part. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village, 


j HERE was a jolly Miller once 
1 Liv'd on the river Dee; | 
| He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
lj No lark more blithe than he. 
W And this the burden of his ſong 
5 For ever us'd to be, 
| J care tor nobody, no, not I, 
. It nobody cares for me. 
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Sung in The Merchant of Venice. 


1 Keep my gentle Jeſſe, 
What labour would ſcem hard! 


Each toilſome taſk how caſy, 
Her love the {weet reward ! 


The bee, thus uncom plaining, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere ; 
The ſweer reward obtaining 


Of honey all the year. 


Sung in Acis aud Galatea. 


1 ſounds the alarm, 
And fear is a flying; 


When beauty's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 

In defence of my treaſure 
I'll bleed at each vein; 

Without her no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain. 


Sung at Ranelagh: , 


NE Midſummer morning, whea Nature 
look'd gay, 


The birde full of ſong, and the flocks full of 
la 


\w hen AR ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles Gan 
2 above, 


| And all things proclaim'd it the ſeafon of love ; 


un 
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My mother eried, Nancv, come haſte to the mall: 


Ir the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you 
will, 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas 'd me, no 


doubt ; 
A woman, alas! would be nothing without : 
I went 80 ras the mill without any: delay, | 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to fay : 
But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill: 


Bleſs my ſtars now! cry'd I, huff them rarely 


Will. 


The Miller to market that inſtant was gone; 

The work it was left to the care ot his ſon: 

Now, though J can ſcold well as any one can, 

1 thought ' tw ould be wrong to {cold the young 
man : 

I ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo il; 

] mult have my corn ground, I muſt, and wil il, 


Sweet maid, cry d the vouth, the fault is not 
mine; 

No corn 18 the town I'd grind ſooner than thine : 

here's no one more redy in pleating the tar ; 

"The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. 

But hark how the birds ling, and {ce how they 
„Bi |! 


1 Mud have a kiſs firit, I muſt, and J will. 


My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my 
"ay 3 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay ; 


In 
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Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed! 
And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me 1till; 


And fince that time I've lik'd him, and like hiun 
I] will, 


T often fav, Mother, the Miller PU huff; 

She laughs, and crics, Go, girl, ay, plague him 
enough; 

And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, 

I vet a fly kiſs trom the youth I admire. 

If wedlock he withes, his wiſh Pi fulfil, 

And I'lanſwer, O yes! with a hearty good-will. 
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Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village, 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Ot my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny, 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 

Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
Aud conteſs myſelf her ſlave. 


3 Sung by Mrs, Weickſel, 


3 B my ſighs you may diſcover, 

| What fott wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eves can ſpeak and tell the lover, 

What the tongue Mult not impart, 
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Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, 
Thoughts; your breaſt may difapprove, 
But 'tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly; fondly love. 


Sung in The Miller, of Mansfield. 


hill, 

A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill ; 

Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er 
his tace, 

And Honcſty gives een to aukwardneſs grace: 

Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and fins, 

And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a King; 

After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill, 

Ot liquor hoine-brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill, 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
Fo that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid ; 


His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 


And he values not them of ten thouſand a year: 


He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote ; 


At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 


they will [ will, 
They neter can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the 


On Sundy he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 

And hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the beſt; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid: 


EAR the fide of a pond, at the foot of a | 


He hates your proud Placemen ; and, do whit 


Waaton as the bounding fawns : 
Prolie, buxom, blithe, and gay,” 
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He fears the French navy and commerce increaic, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace : 


Tho! old England, he knows, may have ſtrength 
and bave kill, 


f To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his: work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with the ſtiſt plough turns up turrows of cla 

; His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh lee.” 
haut his country may ever be happy and tree : 
With his hand and his heart to Bing: George 
| does he fill, 


May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill! 


Sung by Mes. Pinto. 


i YMPHS and Shepherds, come away, 
1 W. anton in the ſweets of May; 
Trip it &er the flow* ry lawns, 


Nymphs and Shepherds come awav. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto and Mrs. Mattocks: 
1: Love in a Village. 
OPE! thou nurſe of young Deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 


_ Painred vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy ! 


K 2 Hop 


n 


42 
— 


= 
So -& I-> 
oy 


— 
22 2 $4 


. 


— 
— — _——__— RR 


—— 9 k 8 . Fe —— 0 
. —— ̃ — we —— — —— 
rr. 


** WS 
— 
— 


— 9 2 
—— — ũꝗ— — B —ꝝ— 


"a 
— 
—— 


—— —— — — 


——_— 


—— — 2 
4 _ 


* — 
—— ———— 
— — — - 


— 
- — —6 


22258 — — — —— 
- =” — 


42 
- _ * _ — 


FROM the man whom TI love 
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Iope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind; 

Balmy cordial, e bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find! 


Kind Deceiver, flitter til! ; 
)-al out picafures unpofeſs'd : 

With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bieit, 


Sung in The Repriſal, 


i I diſguiſe, 
J will freely deter: tbe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a firaw, 


Ie will fure take the hint irom the Picture! dra. 


And) it be has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 


Hie will ture take the hint from hc pictue! draw 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, a 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 
In courage a hind, | in conccit a galcuon, 


A pe acock, e. 


Asa vultur rapacious, in falſhood à fox; 
n as waves, and untecling u3 roch 
As a tige r ferocions, perverſe as a how; 
In mi ilchief an ape, 


Pol in fawuing a dog. 
: 5 
As {4 tiger , De. 


In a word, to fum up all his talents together, 


His heart is of lead, and his brain is of teathe: 


* 
. 


tho! my liege: 


and ſtruts like a cr. 


. 


Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a 1iran 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture J 
Y draw; 

Poet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtiaw, 
Ile will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


1 Sang by Mrs Pinto, in Love in a Village. 


na \HE traveller benighted, 
S | And led through weary wavs, 
| The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys: E:! 
The riling proſpect viewing, 
Each look is forward catt; 
He tmiles his courſc pur! Uing, 
Nor thinks of what is pafſt. 


Sung by Mrs. Thompton, 


AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 

| To reſiſt the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
Men the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view; 
Lanity, her aid ſupplying, | 

| 2 Bids us think *tis all our due, 

3 Bids us think 'tis all our due. 


> Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceutul ſtrain; 
Fro ning truth our ſex diſpleaſes ; : 


Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
1 e MI 
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But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive: 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman te believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 


The L:U-C-K-Y F A L. I. 
Band of Cupids t'other day 


Were 1 in a myrtle grove, 
"Till tir'd of cv 'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove: 


6 But where?“ cry'd one (the cock of all,) 


Let's fix upon a place: 
Hang Paphos and Olympus hall; 
I vote for Chloe's face.“ 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 


And gath'ring round the tair, 
As ſwarms ot bees on flowers do, 
They lettled here and there; 
Some on her lips, her noſe, and chin; 
A ſcore on either check, 


While fifty to her eyes went in 


To play at hide and ſeek. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile. 
The w ranglers to have heard, 

F or place diſputing all the while, 
1 he? each his own preterr'd: 

Jill ehancing from her lips to flide, 
One fell on Chloe's breait, 

And creeping down, in triumph erv'd, 
Who's ſtaziou's now the bett ? 


| Sung 


E 1 


Sung by Myr, Mattocks, ix Love in a Village, 
OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find; 

Bur 141th reſiſtleſs force it draws, 

{ 'To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join' d- 

The caſket where, to outward ſhow, 

Ihe workman's art is ſeen, 

Is doubly valu'd, when we know 
Its holds a gem within, 
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Sang in The Chaplet: 
HAT med'cine can ſoften {ole 
keen ſmart ? 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain ? 
| What eure can be met with to ſooth the fond 
heart, 


That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain ? 


In hopes to forget him, kow vainly I try 

© The ſports of the wake and the green 

| When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a ſigh, 
"Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon, the ſoft nightingales 
ho moan, 
In accents ſo piercing and clear ; 
- You fing not fo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


4 A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon grove ; 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray "U; 
And Damon pretended to love. 
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Sung by Miſs Pope, in The Muſical Lady, 


OVE's a ſweet and ſoft Mulician, * 
ho derives his ſkill trom thee; . 
Plays on evry diſpuliicn, | -Þ 
| Strikes the ſou on every key. N 
1 Dees D-irair now thrums Adagio, 8 
ö \ LI. 0 5 14 IT or ound 3 Cur101 3 7 1 
lil! O: tue raviſhing tranſttion! : 
i Twerwule dum, and tweedle dee. 
Ml. Sung by Ir. Cor oke, at Sadler's-Wells. . 
* 1 dog and my miſtreſs are both of a b Kind, 
0 | M As fick c us fa ACYV, incontant as wind; 4 
i; My dog tollows ev y range heel in the wureets : 
i! And mY miſtreſs as fond of each fellow the moris Þ » 
I! Larne, 8 
I Pet, in {ire of her arts, Pl no! wake the leaf Wor 
Il Bur be cherry, and merry, and happy thro” lite. 
| |; Go Mis where he will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, þ 
Wy Her conduct hall ne'er my philolophy teaze ; | 
0 Her trecdom ſil never embitter my glee, 3 
1 One woman 8 the lame as another to me. . | 
wn OU, in ſpite of her airs, Ill not make the lea 
I ſtrite, | | 1 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro lite. 
M I liugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 
1 1 Tor falfe- hearted gipſeys they title divine; 
1 At worſt of my love-fits no phvſic I atk, 
| 
| 


i But that vw hich ! is found in the bowl or the flalk. 
; Far 


For go things how they will, I'll not make the 
Jealt trite; 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? ie 
The girl that behaves with good humour and 
tenſe, | 1 
Shall ſtill to my heart, have the war!; pre- 
And tor thoſe who would jilt me, eike, and 

betray, | 
in honeiter bumpers Ul waſh them awav. 
"Tis my final reſolce, not to make the leaſt ſtrite 


it 
Bur be cherr * and mer EY 3 and! Nnappy tire? lite 


Ae Sung by Mp5. Pint 


} 8 
9 2, at Ranclagh. 


D 
N 
HE kind wppoin nent Celia made, 
And nam'd ine 5 rie bow'r; 

There, fretting, long puor Daimon HRaysd, 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 
Fo longer able to contain 

This anxious LIP) 8 In, 
. th rage he {ought Calla his pai n, 

And vented thus his : aſfion. 


K 
To all the ſex deceitful 
A long and lait adieu, 
dince women prove uns ratetul 
As long as men prove true 
The paias they give are mu my, 
And, oh! too hard to bear; 
The joys they gise if any, 


F. cw, thort, and anette Ek. 
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RectTATive:' 

Now Celia, from mamma got looſe. 
Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 

With modeit bluſh ſhe begg'd e: :cuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet, | 

The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reſtrain, 

But as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 


on: 4 e, 
| How engaging, how endearing, 

Is a lover's pain and care? 

And what joy the nymph's appearinę 
After abience or deſpair ! 

Women wite increafe deſiring 
By contriving kind delays: 

And, advaiicing or returns, 
All they mean 15—n1iore to picaie, 


Sung by Mi Davies, in Love i in a Viliavc 
OW happy were my days till how! 


TE _ 'er did ſorrow feel; 
Wich joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird 1 ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and [ 


Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue: 


E O the fool! the filly, filly fool, 


109 J 2 


00 


That truits what man may be! 


I with J was a maid again, 


And in my own country, 


Sung by Miſs Brown, in Artaxerxcs, 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoitile acms, 
And ſcorrs the ſpear aud ſhield : 


But if the brazcn rrumpet found, 


He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


A Song by Mr. CUNNINGHAM, 


6 Hop virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the viilager's vows ; 

The birds fwertly bill on the ſpray, 
Aud poplirs embrace with their boughs, 


On Ida bright Veaus may reign, 


Ador'd for her beauty above; 


We ſhepherds who dwell 0. the plain, 


Hail May :s the mother of love, 


; From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 
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Fond zephyr careſſes ine vine, 


. The bee ſteal a kiſs from the roſe, 


And willows and woudbines entwine. 


The vitks by che rivulet fide, 


Tnat beter the vernal alcove, 


Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide; 


For May is the mother ot love, 
L May 
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NMay tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; 
If the lark and the linnet now fing. 
Their muſic is taught them by May; 
he ſtock- dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeut, 
Thar May is the mother of love, 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 
Get ycur pipes, ho! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For mulic hy welcome the day. 
1 ould Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
Ang all is kcen anguun remont; 
Let kim tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find 
That May is the mother of love, 


Sang by Mrs. Pinte, at Vauxhall. 


ENDER Virgins, ſhun dece; eivers, 
4 | Who with baſe ledueing arts, 
When they find you fond belier rs 
Triumph o'er unguarded hearts. 


If a fickle Swain purſue you, 
O! beware his {ſubtle wiles ; 
Al b! 8 alm is to undo ve | 
Nuin lurks bencath bis Tmiles, 


Let the Youth, whoſe conſtant paſſion 
Scorns the meanneſs of deceit, 

Warm'd with mutual inclination, . 
Render all your joys complete, 


MAY 


3 
MAY EVE; er, KATE ABERDEEN, 
Sung ly Mit Polly Young, art Vauxhall. 
HE Silver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with ihe winding fiream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 


> To courts be 8 | heart- ſoothing {lecp, 
're lo ſeidom been, 


| Where you'\ 
Wölk ! May” 5 ps e vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chapleis gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May; 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Jil tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
By And quits the new-dreis'd green; 
| Fond birds, 'cis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 
Now blitheſome vcr the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 
The feſtive dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their tune ful lay, 
L 2 
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Till May in morning- robe draws nigh, 


And claims a Virgin-queen ; ; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
0 Here 5 Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


Seng by Mrs, Pinto, in the Opera of Eliza. 


WW HO'D know the ſweets of liberty! ? 


"Tis to climb the mountain's brow ; 
Thence to diſcern rough induſtry 


At the harrow or the plough : 


"Tis where my fons their crops have ſown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own. 


"Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmanly fear; 

Tis where the eye „with, milder pride, 
N obly ſheds ſw cet pity's tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee; 


4 hete are the ſweets of liberty. 


The T E MPEST of WARP. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 


ET the tempeſt of war 
Be heard from afar, 
With trumpets” and cannons? alarms : 
Let the brave, it they will, 
By their al or ikill, 


| Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what J deſire, 


1 
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„ 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 


For in them I obtain 
True peace without pun, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt : 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like 2 thepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe; 
In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, 
A ho will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe, 


Sung in Alfred. 


RISE, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this iſle adorn ; 
For, long as Shepherds pipe and play, 
This, this, ſhall be a holiday. 


See ! morn appears; a roſy hue 


Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue: 


Well are we met in trim array, 
To trolic out this holiday, 


Fach Nymph, be like the blufliing morn, 
That gaily brightens 6'er the lawn 

Each Shepherd, like the ſun be gay, 
And gratetul keep this holiday. 


AR NO!“ s v A LK. 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 
How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 
1 L y 
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The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung; : 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's Vale. 


Bur fince the good Palemon dy'd, 
The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 
To northern men, an Iron race: 

The taſte of pleafure now is oer; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's Vale! 


Song Set by Dr. Boyce. 
O W bleſt has my time been! what day: 


have I known 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own! 
So joyful my heart is, fo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 


Thro', walks grown with woodbines, as Often 
we ſtray, 

Around us, our boys and girls frolie and play; 

How pleating 1 their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 


And borrow their looks from my Jetly and me, 
And borrow, Ec. | 


To try her ſweet temper oft - times am I ſecn 

T revel all day with the Nymphs of the geen; 

Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguilcs, 

Ani meets me at night with compliance and 

And meets, Ec. | [ſmiles, 
What 


„„ 


What tho' on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 

Her eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year 
| through: 
Time ſtill, as he ſties, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 
p And gives, . youth, 
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Ye Shepherds fo gay, w ho make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falie vows the too credulous [airs 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! 
To hold it for lite, you muſt find it at home; 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 
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Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 


HAOEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the Lyrilt's call repair, 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come, and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


Chiefs thbughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 

Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons ot art prepare, 

Have no pleaſure, lite or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd tiom the Fair, 


| Reaſon is as weak us paſſion, 
= But if you for cratn declare, 
= Worth and manhoucd are the fah' ion, 
= Farour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 


| Sung 
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N , Sur * br Mif Brown, in the Padlock. 
ſj h A, little fooliſh, flutt*ring thing. 
Wi \\ hither, ah! | Chither. would vou wing 
NN Your airy flight * 

65 Stay here and fing, 

| li Your Miſtreſs to OM. 

| i! z No, no, no, 

REM Sweet Robin, you ſhal; no? go. 

| f Where, you wanton, could you be 
Wt Half ſo happy „as wih mes 

NN 

i 0 Yung b Mr. Du Bellamy, ar Covent Gf 
Wit Theatre. 

116 NGELIC Fair, beneath yon pine. 

0 Ou graily verdure let's recline, 

Ill And like the morn be gay * 

0 See how Aurora {miles on Spring 

II Sce how the larks ariſe and ting, 

111 To bail the infant day. 

ö 1" Mufick ſhall wake the morn—the da; 

bt Shall roll unbeeded as we play 

WH In wiles, impell' d by love : 

W Then weary, we mall deign to reſt 

10 Alternate on cach other's dreait, 


While Cupid guards the grove. 


What prince can boaſt more happiness 
Than I (poileſſing thee) poſſeſs? 
All care is baniſh'd hence. 


bl Sav, mortals, wg Otu deeas de ſpiſe, 
1 La what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 
| Than love and Innvucence * 5 


7 
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A Duet in Solomon. 


HOU ſoft invader of the ſoul, 
Oh, Love, who ſhall thy poww'r controu] ? 
To quench thy fires whole rivers drain, 
Thy burning heart ſhall fill remain, 
In vain we trace the globe, to try 
If powerful gold thy jovs can buy; 
The treaſures of the world will prove 


Too poor a bribe to purchuſe Love. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, af Vauxhall. 
AS Nanny but a rural Maid, 
Ayd 1 her only Swain, 
To tend her flocks in flow'ry mead, 
And on the verdant plain; 
Oh! how Id pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Maid; 
While of all ſenſe of care we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade. 


| When Jambkins under hedges bleat, 


And rain ſeems in the ſky, 
Then to our oaken, ſafe retreat, 
We'd both together hie: 


| There I'd repeat my vows of love 


Unto my charming Fair, 
Whilſt her dear fur? ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine, fincere. 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe ; 


1 


Then Grandeur, Buſtle, Pride, ind Noiſe 


ol 

* 

. 2 
* 

A 

8 


Could ne er my fancy pleale ; 


1 


In Nanny ev ry joy combines, 

With Grace, and blooming Youth, 
10 0 HSGincérity and Virtue ſhines, 
1 With Modeſty and Truth. 


j i Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Chaplet. 8 
ö | ECLARE, my pretty maid, 8 
1 Mult my fond ſuit nufcarry ? | 
Wk Wirth you Ill roy, I'll] kiſs and play; He 
1 0 But hang me it I marry; hang me if I mary: E 
Wich you I'll toy, Sc. = | % 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry ; 
With you I'Il toy, I'll kiſs and play; 


But hang me it I marry: 


Tho? charms and wit affail, Sy 
The ſtroke I well can-parry : 
J love to kiſs, to toy and play; 


Bur do not chooſe to marry : | 8 2h 

I love, Oc. | FS 

110 Young Molly of the dale, N . 

if þ Makes a mere flave of Harry; .- 

Wt | Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kifs'd, Ye 

The fooliſh Swain would marry ; WI 

Becauſe, Oc. | I. 

1 Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 
1 0 I to the grave will carry; | 
4 With you I'll toy, and kiſs and play 
an But hang me if I marry, —hang me if I marry: 


Witch you, Sc. . 
i 
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A favourite Duet and C horns in the Oratoria of 
Judas Macchabzus. 


EE the conquering Hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 


Songs of triumph to him ſing. 
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| See the godlike vouth advance, 
Breath the flutes and lead the dance; 

| Myrile wreaths and roſes twine, 

To deck the hero's brow divine, 


— 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
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Sailor's voice, thy coarſe, can raiſe 
A note to cid his lays, 

And quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 
The charms of Highland Nelly, 


| The droning bagpipe ſhall be mute, 

Such mulic with tuch charms can't ſuit, 

When ev'ry Muſe ſhall tune her lute 
In praiſe of Highland Nelly, 


Ye tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, | 

Where blithe Content for ever reigns, 
1 Repeat abroad the honett ſtrains 
Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 


en be the Lowland Laſſes fair. 
Still be they proud of golden hair; 
Wu where's the grace, the mein, the air, 


That ſhines in Highland Nelly? s 
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Amidit her Ny mphs when Venus ſtood, 
ur as ſhe left the briny flood, 
Unleſs ſhe mov'd no Gazer cou'd 
Ditcern the Queen of Beauty. 


So at a Lowland Ball I've ſeen 

Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen; 

Zut when ſhe danc'd, ye Gods! I've been 
In love with Highland Nelly. 


A Song by Mr. Gay. 


A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
4 The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
when black-ev'd Suſan came on board, 

Oh! chere thall I my true love and? 

2 CI} nie, ye jovial tailors, tell me true, 
I: my tweet \\ iittam fails among your crew 
ham, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'a by the billows to and tro, B 
5001 as her well-known voice he heard, —_ 
lle ugh'd and caſt his eyes below; 8 
The cord fies ſwittly thro' his glowing hand, 
and quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts claſe his pinions to his breatt, , 
It chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 15 
He drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleit Captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kitles ſweet. 
O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear? 5 
My vos ſhall ever true remain; = 
Let me wipe off tnat falling tear: YL 
We only part to meet again. 
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Change as ye lift, ye winds, iny heart thel! 80 
The faithful compaſs, that itill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conituut mind; 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell chee 7 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in di' monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 

Thy Kin 1 is ivory fo White: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue, 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet fate from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns alide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The Boatßhwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer mult ſhe ſtay on board; 

They kils'd, the ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Wen ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily han ut, 


Sung by Mrs. Arne, inthe Fairy -Tale, 
INGCUP, daffodil, and roſe, 
Shall the fairy wreath compoſe; 
| M 
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1 
Beauty, ſweetneſs, and delight, 
Crown our revels of the nig = Ty 
Lightly trip it o'er the green, 
Where the fairy ring is ſeen; 


89 no ſtep of carthly tread, 
Saall offend our Lady's bead; 


Virtue ſometimes droops her wing, 
Beaury? s bee may loſe its ſting; 
Fairy land can both cowbine, 
Poſes with the eglantine; 
_ Lightly be your meaſres ſeen, 
Detily foot it o'er the green, 
Nor a ſpeclre's baletul head, | 
Peep at our nocturnal tread, | E 


H U r A Paſtcral. 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to lleep ; 

My orottos are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my tountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the bare-bells and violets grow, 

Were the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, | 1 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed: | 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, 


Tor 


| E 
E For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
I é Jov'd her the more when I heard 

Bruch tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, Sc. 

But where does my Phillida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The Swains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
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Sung in the Oratorio of Iſrael in Babylon. 
ROUND the fair attending, 
To her ſubmiſſive bending ; 
Our yielding hearts conteſs her ſway, 
All her ſuperior pow'r obey. _ 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in As You Like It. 
F LOW, blow, thou winters's wind ! 
T Thou art not ſo unkind, | 
As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

| Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

Altho' thy breath be rude, 

{ Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky ; 

Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot: 
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Tho' thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
As friends rememder'd not. 


A fawuurite Ballad, Jung at Vauxhall. 


O longer let whimfical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms of 
the fair; 


I appeal to the men to determine betu een | 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign, 

For tho' there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in 
wine: | 

Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſepſes beguile, 


"Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 


ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And the more I behold her, the more I admire! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ! 


Theſe virtues ſhail bleſs me when deauty's no 


How happy our days when with love we en- 
gage! | | 
'Tis the tranſport of youth; 'tis the comfort of 
age: | | DOE | 

But what are the joys of the bottle or bow! ? 
Wine. tickles the taite, love enraptures the foul ! 
A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


From 


PLS. 


n 
From this fair confeſſion *tis plain, my good friend 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end, 
Your big-belly'd bottle may ravih your eye, 


Bur how fooliſh you look when your botitle is 
| dry ? 


From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure mug 


ſpring ; 
Nay, the Stoics mull own we is the beſt thing, 


Yet fome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; 

Tor a time it will make one as great as a lord: 

But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 

And il love the dear fex—aye, as long as * 
can. 


Jung by Miſs Cowper, at Vauxhall. 
A® H ! feek to knov what place detains, 


The object of my care, 
Tf flill his breatt unechang'd remains; 
It I bis converſe marc. 


Tell me if &er he gently ſighs 
E At mention of my name; 
I &er, when tender paiſions riſe, 
His lips his truth proclaim, 


£322 by Mii Pinto, iz Love in a Village, 


1 18 nat wealth, it is not birth, 

Can value to the ſoul convey: 
Minds poffefs fur erior worth, 

Winch chance nor gives. nor takes away. 
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Like the ſun true merit ſhows, F 
By nature warm, by nature bright; Z 
With inbred flame he nobly glows, _ W 

Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light, 
Song ſet by Mr. Yates, 1 
ACCHUS, Jove' s delightful boy, | 5 6 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 


Still exhilarates my ſoul 
With the raptures of the bowl. 


Then with feather'd feet J bound, | | . d 
Dancing in a feſtive round; H 
Then I feel in ſparkling Wine 


Tranſports delicate, divine. j 
Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 

Song delights and beauty charms : | Bt 
Debonnair, and light, and gay, 

Thus I dance the hours away. Mi 
THE ORIGIN OF ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

| Written by G. A. STEVENS. B; 

NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofi 1 8 

feaſt, ; 

Large bowls of rich nectar were quathng ; ll 

| Merry Momus, among them, was ſat as a gueſt, | Z 1 


(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing: 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove; 
He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 


And at laſt thus began upon Fore, 
I Sire 
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Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
„ Grows grievoully tired of late; 
«© He ſays that mankind are much worſe than 
e before, 
«« So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 
ove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From h1s moulders commanded the ball, 
Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the 
world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 
globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth ; 
Like a diamond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 


France and Spain the taught vineyards to rear; 


What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe 
beſtow'd, | | 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The diofoms of liberty 'gen then to ſmile, 
And Englt:tmen ted on the fruit. | 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty lo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as tWwas giv'n! 
„% We will, white we've breath, nav, we'll graſp 
it in death, 
Then return it untainted to heav'n,” 
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Sung 175 Mr. Du Bellamy, in Artaxerxes. 


O ſigh and complain, 8 ! 
A like I difdain, | 
Contented my with to enjoy: 
I tcorn to reflect | : 
On a Lady's neglect, | = = 


Or barter 5 peace for a toy. 


n 


In love, as in war, 
J laugh at a ſcar; — 
And if my proud enemy yield, | 1 
Ihe joy that remains, E 
Is to lead her in chains, 


And glean the rich ſpoils af the field. 


| Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Thomas and Sally. | | 
; An tine of ſpirits guard my love, | 


In time of danger near him *bide ; 


| With ont-ſpread wings around him move, | | : 
| And turn each random ball aſide. | - 
And vou, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, F 
| Oh! may you then with me accord ; x 
| A iympatheric paſſion feel, 3 
| Behold his face, and drop the ſword, K 
| Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 2 
| Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 
j Breathe ſoft in fighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. ? 
| | EI 4 


Tin 


129 
Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My failor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours fate in theſe fond arms, 


: Sung by Mis. Pinto, 47 Ranelagh. 


OVE's the tyrant of the heart, 
Full of miſchief, full of woe; 
All his joys are mixt with ſmart ; 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow ; 
And ſerpent like he ſtings the breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs'd. 


Suu by 2% Brown, in Artaxerxes. 
3 | o'cr the cruel tyrant, Love, 
A conqueſt [ believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv d. 


| Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Nich love did firit create; 
hat was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And mutt be turn'd to hate. 
| Fhen call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 


E Which, ah! I feel too much mclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


Sung in the Eneliſh, Padlock, 
FIS5 Danat, when fair and young 


(As ee has divinely ſung,) | 
Could 
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Could not be kept from Jove's embrace, 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs: 


Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why fo jealous ; 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee 

That all this world of pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs co know, 
Is powder, pocke t-glals, and beau. 


Be to her virtues ever kind, 


Be to her faults a little blind, 
Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 
Ang clap your Padlock—on her mind. 


Song ſet by Dr. Arne. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were grecn, 
And flow'rs were "fave to ſee; 
When Mary. was complete fitteen, 


And love laugh'd in her eye; 


Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 


To ſpeak her mind thus free: 


„ Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 


„ And ſoon I'll follow thee, ? 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn ſide; 

And Mary was a bonny la{s, 
Juſt meet to be a bride : 


Her cheeks were roſy red and white; 


Her eyes were azure blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew, 


K 
Fe 


L 1 3 
| What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 


| And, nothing, ſure, unmeet! 

| For, ganging home, I heard them ſay 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet : 

| His che ek to her's he fondly laid: 

| She cry'd, Sweet love, be true; 
6 And when à wife, as now a mud, 


« To death I'll follow you.” 


gar by Mrs. Vincent, a, Marybon-Gardens, 
HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
Tuc F eo harveit, tree from ſpoil, 
þ Rewaris the happy Farmer? s toll ; 
The Fowing how 1 ſucceeds the Aail, 
Der ix nicki h e tcils the jocurd t . 


Cen. oy Alys. Kennedy, i= Artaxerxes. 


i RE intaugy our hopes and icars 
Were to each other known; 
& fri endlhip, in gur riper years 
Alas twin'd our hearts in one: 
* TY him then from this cffence, 
| Fay love, tun duty prove; 
phe ore him with that 1 in nocence 
Which tir pin d my lore. 
Sag by Ara. Pinto, iz Thomas and Sally. 
RA former time, bow briſk and gay! 
\ VI Soblithe was I as blithe could be; 
ut now. I'm fad, ah! well-a-day ; 
735 ny true Love is gone to fea. The 
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The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me: 


For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 


And he, alas! is gone to lea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 
So will I droop, fo will I mourn, 
Till my true Love returns trom fea. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Cymon. 
OU gave me laſt week a young linner, 
Shur up ina fine golden cage ; 
Yer how ſad the poor thing was within it, 
Oh how did it flutter and rage! 

Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 

That his wings were contin'd, 
Till I open d the door of his den; 

Then fo merry was he, 

And begauſe he was free, 
le came to his cage back again. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 


Let the danger of a ſon 
Excite vindictive | ire; 
Ihe proſpect of a kingdom won 
Should light ambition's fire, 


To w ounded minds revenge is balm, 
With vigour they engage, 
And ſacrifice a pleaſing calm 
To a more pleafing rage. 


D 
* 


E 


| dung by Mrs. Pinto 473 the Oraterio of Judith. 


AIN is Beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor lefs weak, lefs vain than it, 
Is the pride or human wit; 
The ſhadow of a ſhade. 


Sang by Miſ Catley and Mr. Leoni, in Comus. 


WEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph that l' 
unſeen 
Within thy ary cell, 
By tow meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Were the love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her tad ſong mourneth well; 
Can't thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſlus arc ? 
O! it you have 
Hid them in ſome flow” ry Cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet Quce n of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere; 
5 So may it thou be tranflated to the kies, | 


And give reſounding grace to all heav! n's har- 
monics. 


} 
| 


Sung by Mrs. Arne, in Cymon, 
Why ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew fin ! 


Y Ler ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture 
: within : : 


N This 


1 
This love has ſo rais'd me, I now txead in air! 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 
Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain ; : 
Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain : 
No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 


He's ſure tent from heav'n to 1g kten my care! 


Lung by Mr. Champneſe, in Harlequin's Invaſion, 


OME, chear up, my lads, *tis to glory we 
ſteer, 

10 add ſomething new to this wonderful year : 

To bonour we call you, not preis You like ilives ; 

For w ho are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 


Chorus.” | 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are ous 
We.always are ready, + men; 


Steady, boys, ſteady; 
We'll fight and we ll conquer again and again, 


We ne'er fee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: 

It they run, why we tollow, and run them aſhore 

For if they won't fight us; ye cannot do more. 
Heart of oak, e, 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, and children, and 
beauxs; 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they” a find to receive them on thore, 
_ Heart of oak, Oc. 


Wel 


1 
We'll tit make them run, and we'll ſtill make 
them ſweat, | | 
In ſpite of the Devil, and Bruſſels Gazette: 
Then chear up my lads, with one voice let us 
ſing | [King. 
Our 80 diers, our Sailors, our Stutelmen, and 
Heart of oak; Sc. 
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Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in Artaxerxes. 


AIR Semira, lovely Maid, 
Ceaſe, in pity, to upbraid 
My opprefs'd, but conſtant heart; 
Full ſufficient are the woes, 
Which my cruel ſtars impole; 
IIcav'n, alas! has done its part. 
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Sung by Mr. Nattocks, in Thomas and Sally: 


5 a echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroge, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away ! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids cur too tedious delay. 

Wbat pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 

O'er hills and o'er valleys he flies! 
Then follow--we'll foon overtaking bim--Flurza! : 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 
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Trivmphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay ; 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 


And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
N 2 With 
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With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's firew the way over with flow'rs. 


Surg in the Way, to Keep Him. 


E fair, poſſeſs d of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will; 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm : 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill : 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear; 
Where flatt'ry bears no part ; 

An honeſt verſe, that flows fincere 
And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as ye all can make a net, 

Fe all could make a cage; 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take ; 
For who's to Beauty blind? 

But to what end a priſoner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind, 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hotd, 
And lock the Lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt ; 
Though Beauty may the charm begin, 
lis Sweetneſs makes it laſt. 


Surg 


"> 


Neglected by Byron and thee, 


50 pleaſing his air and his mien, 


237-3 
Surg by Mrs. Baddely, in the Rival Candidates. 


OFT Fancy thou truant to me, 
My ſummons oh quickly obey, 


How heavily paſſes the day. 


hy charms I've miſt-ken far Love's, 
50 artfully do'ſt thou beguile; 

thy magic enlivens the groves, 
When he has forgotten to {milo. 


BLITHE COLLIN. 
4 fawnrite Scoteh Song, ſung by Miſs Sharpe, at 
Ranelagh. 
B Y the fide of the ſweet rirer Tay, 
Orelſe on the banks of the Tweed. 

Young Colin he whilttes all day, 

Or merrily pipes on his reed. 
is mind is a ſtranger to care, 

For he is blithe, bonny, and free ; 


At harveit, at wake, and at fair, 
No ſwain 1s fo chearful as he. 


At exe when we dance on the green, 
{low ſprightly he joins in the throny : 


50 valley he trips it along 
The laſfes his manners adore, 
And ſtrive his affections to gain, 
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hen abſenr, tor him they deplore, = | 
Nil dich for the üniles of the ſwain. 1 
N 3 But | ql 


E 
But I am the girl to his mind, 
He cho me above all the reſt, 
And vous that to me he'll be kind, 
With me he will ever be bleſt, 
The maidens all envy my bliſs, 
And tell me I'm fimple and yain 
Yet I'm not diſpleaſed at this, 
Nor heed their contempt and diſdaine 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, in As You Like It. 
NDER the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to live with me, 
And tune his merry note, 
Unto the ſweet birds throat; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither. 
There ſhall he ſee 
No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather, 


Who doth ambition ſhun, 

And loves to he i'th' ſun, 

Sucking the tood he cats, 

And pleaſed with what he gets; 
N Come hither, come hither, come hither 
q | There ſhall he tee 

No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. 


Sung by Miſ Wewitzer, in Comus. 
 BCITATIVE.: | 
gentle was my Damon's air! 
Like funny beams his golden hair; 


tis 
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His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign! 


And yet that cruel taſk 1s mine. 
How hard, & ls 


AIR. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon 1s my theme : 
The hills, the oroves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 
The hills, Sc. 


From hifl, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleale no more; 
Each flower in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my lots deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs twain, 
J 1 Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain; 
U, All, Wes 


Sung ty Mr. Vernon, in the Rival Candid: ates. 


{ F OW oft through this reſponſive grove, 
E Has ſofteſt echo told my tale; 
When e''er ſhe caught my notes of love, 

She gently bore them down the vale. 


The ſcene renew'd, my wakeful breaſt 
Now joy ful beats to love's alarms ; 

e porers who pity the diſtreſt, 
Traniport me to Narcifſa's arms, 
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Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in te Tempeit. 
HERE the bee ſips, there Jur« I, 


In a cowllip's bell I lie : 
Do I couch, when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly, 
After ſun-ſet, merrily, 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall 1 live now, 
Under the ' loflam, that hangs ON the bough. 


Sung by Ali. Kennedy, {1 Comus. 


'OULD you tatte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
Down each fide 5 fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Pheebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch d on funny hillocks, ſſeep; 
While an the hy icinth and roſe 

The fair, does all alone repoſe: 

All alone; yet in her arms 

You; breaſt Mall beat to love's alarms, 
Till. bleſt and bleiling, you ſhall own, 
The joys or love are 1 1075 alone, 


04722 


COD +: 
Sung by Mr. Dodd, ix the Rival Candidates. 
ADIES, in vain, 
Why entertain 
Hopes to bewitch us with love's artful wiles ; 
Ccaſe to do ſo, 


Since you all know, 
We have his patent tor dimples and ſmiles, 


| Gentler beaux, that power poſſeſſing, 

| Yield no more to your alarms ; 
Each his ſcented ſelf careſſing, 

Quite enamoured with his charms. 

Pretty play things, all adieu, 

| Now diſſolve in am'rous tighs, 

Je a ſofter lime purſue, 

Froze too long beneath your eyes. 


Corn Riggs are Benny, ſung by N Jameſon, 41 
Vauxhall. 


v pattie is à lover gay. 

His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
| His face is fair and ruddy; 
| His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
| He's ſtately in his walking, 
| The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 
| 'Tis heaven to hear him talking. 
| Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
| Where yellow corn was growing, 
| There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 

That fat iny heart a glowing : 


He 


L 142 ] 
He kiſs'd and vow'd he wa'd be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 


Which gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind, * 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, Al 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 5 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting: 
Then I'll comply, and marry Pate, 15 
And ſyne my cockernony, | 
He's tree to touzle air or late, = 
Where corn riggs are bonny. | / 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in Comus, if 
HE wanton God, who pierces hearts, 7 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; . 
| But the nymph diſdains to pine, * 
0 Who bathes the wound with roly wine, = 
| | Roſy wine, roſy wine, 
| Who bathes the wound with roty wine. Fe 
| Farewel lovers when they're cloy 'd, K 
j If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; Lo. 
| Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free _— 
= Torid me of dull company; 8⁰ 
1 Sure they're tree, ſure they're frec, Fin 
1 'To rid me of dull company. An, 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe; 
I love them much, but more-my eaſe : 
No jealo!s fears my love moleſt, 


Tor taithlefs vows ſhall break yy reſt ; 


1 
Break. my reſt, break my reſt; 

Nor faithlefs vows ſhall break my reſt, 
Why ſhould they c're give me pain, 
ho to give me joy diidain: 2 

ALT hope of mortal man 

4 to love me while he can; 

While he can, while he can, 

"* % love me while he can. 


: Se 55 Dr. Arne. The: Nord, 2 Mr. Prior. 

S Cloe came into the room t'other day, 

[ peevith began, where fo long could you ſtay ? 
1 your life-time YOu never regarded your hour ; 
You promis 4 at two, but—look, child! 'tis four : - 
R s watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
lis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: 
A temper fo heedleſs no mortal ean bear— 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 


Lord bleſs me ! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 
Jere's an ugly hard roſe- bud tall'n into my neck: 

1 Nhas hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here, for you never believe, pray lee, 

Dn the lett tide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 
do lying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 

That icene of delight [ with wonder ſurvey'd, 


1 forgot ev'ry word I delign'd to have laid. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


| NINCE Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to 
3 deny, | 


3 beggy's uncaſy when Harry's not by; 


I will 
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] will own, without bluſhing, were all the world by, 


That Wilky's the lad, the lad for me, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


He brought mea wreath which his hand did com poſe 
Where the dale- loving lily wastwin'dwith the roſe; 
Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe. 
Ind W illy” 5 the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Sc. 


By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd; 
'The roſe, like your lips, in vermilion is dreſs'd: 
And the lily, for whiteneſs, would vie with your 
breaſt. 
And Willy's the: lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, Se. 


Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fat, 

My mother look 'd crots, and cry 'd, Fanny, beware! 

But &ve think I regard her? Not I, I declare. 
And Willy's the © Jac, the lad for me, 


And Willy's, Oc. 


Reneath a tall beech, and 1 d on his crook, 
I au my voung She -pherd; how {weet was bis look! 
He atk*d tor one kiſs, but an hundred he took. 
And \\illv's the lad, the lad tor me, 
And \\ ily? 85 Oe. 


'Fhen what can J do. O inſtruct me, xe maids, 

When a lover to kindly, 10 warmly invades, 

Whole tience a3 much al his kinguage perſuade, 
And oh iiy's the lad, the lad jor nee, 


An 0 ile fy LEP 


1 175 1 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


INCE pleature' s in faſhion, and life but a jeſt, 
In ſpite of misfortune III laugh at the bett; 
Let the dull, who repute it a u ealeneſs to ſmile, 
irraign my opinion, my morals revile, 
While T know: that wy boſom ie free from a flaw, 


3-11 9. 


E 1-44 - Keep up the Chorus ot he hahaha. 


Netermin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 
. No rivet {hall cloſe up my freedom of foul; 
ir carc or ill-nature ſhould come in my reach, 
N In d foaming with rage, like a Methodiſt preach, 
While [ knoiv that my boſom is free trom a fla, 
ih trip up their heels, and cry ha be- 


} #3 be happy, I'll laugh as the minute advance, 
Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant T'il dance; 
ut fweeter the mulic will float i in He Alx, 
It Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, bc there; ; 
be know ing my boſom quite free from a flaw, i 
* i join the Lr cet tunc ob love's ha—ha—ha—has 


laugh through the world in defiance of ſtriſe, 
To laughter s an b to the ſallad of life; 

Ei make D. addy Time, as he paſſes in haſte 
Look over his ſroulder, and long tor a taſte; 
hen friends, while your boſoms are free from a 
b flaw, Ms 
5 well round the gay chorus of ha—ha—ha—ha, 


O Suu 


2 — 
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Sung by Mr. Rheinhold, ;7z Comes 


Y the gaily-circhng glaſs 

We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk are told 
How the waining night grows old, 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play : 
What have we with day to do; 
Sons of Care, 'twas made tor you; 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, ad Vauxhall, 
ELIEVE my fighs, my tears, my Dear, 


Believe the heart you have won; 
Belive my vows to you fincere, 
Or Peggy, I'm undone, 


You fay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ry face that's new: 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 

I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was like a lump of ic-. 
Till warm'd by your biight e EVE; 
And then it kindled in a rice, 
A flame that ne'er can dic. » 


Then take and try me, you ſhaii find 
1 hat I've a heart that's true: 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'a one like vou. = 


SY 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Ranelagh. 


HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearfut birds to ling; 

And, while they warble on each ſpray 
Love melis the univerſal lav: 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the hour chat flies, 
And in foit raptures waie the day 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, hitc's winter, will appear: 
At this thy living bloom will tade, 
And that will firip the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The teather d ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Among the Birks of Endermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and triſking lambs, 
Gambol and dance about the dams ; 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play, 


About the Birks of Endermay. 


Sung by Mr, Vernon. Ser by Mr. Arnold. 


REATH foft, ye winds, be calm 1 ye ſkies, 


Ariſe, ye flow” ry race, ariſe; 
5 | Y, 


1 
J 
A 
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Ye filrer dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 

Call forth a bl ooming waite of flowers. 
The tragrant roſe, a beautcous gueſt, 
Shall flouriſh to my fair one's breaſt, 
Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair, 


Se: by Mr. Hook. 


H how vain is ev'ry bleſſing, 
How inſipid all our joys, 
Lite how little: v orth poſlefling, 
But when Love its time employs ! 


Love the pureſt, nobleſt | pleaſure, 
That the gods on earth beſtow, 


Adding wealth to ev*ty treaſure, 
1aking pain from ev'ry woe. 
- 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 


LATT'RIN G hopes the mind decerving, 
Eaſy faith too often cheat; 
Woman tond and all- believing, 
Loves and hugs the dear de ceit. 


Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupid? s trick to catch the fair; 

Lovely maids too oft ben tches; - 
Flattery in the beauty's ſnare. 


6.1491 
Te MODEST QUESTION. 


AN love be controul'd hy advice, 
Can madnels and reafon agree 5 

O Molly ! u ho'd ever be wiſe, 

I madneſs is loving of thee 2 
Let fages pretend to defpile 
Oy © he! joys they want ſpitita to taſte ; 
Jet me ſeize old Time as he flies, 

And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briik love will improve erTy-JOy 3 
oo ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may reopen being coy : 
Then, Molly, tor what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till Our belt blood begins to run cold ? 
Hur youth we can have but to- day; 
We may always find time to grow old. 


A T<3-Part Song, by Matt. Prior. 
HEN Bibo thought fit from 


retreat, 

As tull of Champagne as an egg's full of meat; 
ile wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 

He wou'd be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 


the world ta 


Trum the boat and fit quiet!“ ſtern Charon 
reply'd; 

© You may have foro: t—you were drunk when 
A* you dy'd. N 


0 2 Song 


. 


et by Mr. Weldon. 


ET ambition firc thy mind ; 


Thou wert born c er men to reign, 


Not to toilow flocks deſig n'd: 


Scorn thy crook, and Jeave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhall read.” 
Joys incircling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led, 
Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 
Thou ſhalt only know deligbt; 
All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt vicld the prize 
For the bielhnes I beftow 2 
Joytul L' aſcend the Kiés, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


| Set by Nr. Jackſon. 


"HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
1 only wiſh to 2 : | 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
he man you've loſt {0 long ? | 
WII love in all your pulles bear, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


CE 


| - 


„ FT. -1 

Will you in every look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our tears in abſence frame? 

Thus, Dela, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we mall thortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Ot loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind 
Shall talſe and groundleſs prove; 

If Jam doo n 'd at length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 

All Jof Venus afk, is this, 
No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring blifs, 
Tov die, and think you mine. 


Sung in The Fair Quaker of Deal, 


O little do the landmen know 

H Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount, 

| But we have hearts of ſteel. 

No danger can afright us; 

No enemy ſhall fſout: 

We'll make the Monfieurs right us: 

So toſs the can about. | 


| Stick ſtout to orders meſſmates; 

> We'll plunder, burn, and ſink: 

| Then, France, have at your firſt rates 
For Britons never ſhrink : 


and winds do blow 


152 | 
We rummage all we fancy; 
We'll bring them in by . - 


And Moll, and K. ite, and Nanc 


Shall roll in louis. d ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore, 

We Uſpend our wages t.cely, dope, 
Ind then to ſea for more. 


In peace we'll drink and fling, boys; 


in war we'll never fly: 
Here's a health to George our King, 
And the Roy al Family. 


Ser by Mr. Stanley. 


boy 


EFEND my heart, ye virgin pow ':: 


From am'rous looks and fmilcs, 


And ſliield me in my gayer hours, 
From love's inſtruétive wiles : 
In vain let fighs and melting tcars 

Employ their moving art, 


Nor may deluſfive oaths and prav'rs 


 Feer triumph o'er my heart. 

My calm content and virtuous jov's 
May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thous hts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt : 

Yet may there ſuch a decent kate, 
Such unaffected pride, 

As love and awe at once creatc, 
My words and actions guide. 


1 

Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While tops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their fouls away: 

For other dictates 1 purſue, 
(My blits in Virtue plac'd) 

And leek to picaic tlic wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw, 


1 ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the Hunter riſe; | 

The op'ning hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the {kies. 

See ruddy health, more dear than wealth 
On yon blue mountain's brew ; 

The neighing itead invokes our ! peed, 
And Rey nnd trembles now. 


J 


In ancient days, as ftory ſays, 
The woods our fathers fougl.t, 
The ruſtic race adorn'd the chace, 
And hunted as they tought. 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the toreſt's charms, 
Then o'er the bow! expand the foul, 
And reſt in Chloe's arms. 


Sung in The Chaplet. 


7OU ſay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 1 
And vow'd that no Angel was ever fo fair: li 
How 


E 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke 7 
What know we of Angels ;—1 meant it in Joke, 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove 

T hare lik dt vou a twelvemonth, a calendar year ; 

And not yet coniented!—HHave conſcience, my 
dear. | 


CANTATA, Sh Mr. Stanley. 
AIR. 
| | HO'LL buy my heart? Myrtilla cries, 


| And throws around her wanton eyes; 
1 An eaſy ſhape, a gracetul air, 

I A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 

i | A pair of eyes, that wound at fight, 

þ | And ſoil the di mond piercing light. 

1 


| RECITATIVE. 

| | Come hither, ye that long to prove 
iſ The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
1 Quickly, quickly come; for he 

11 Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 

ll | A 1 

6 But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 

[8 With even Crœſus' wealth to come; 

| Nor vaiuly hope, for gems of gold 

l | Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold. 


| So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
ll; For love's the only coin I take. 


— — open — 3 
— — — — 


Sung 1 in The Chaplet. 


1011 about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 
heart, | 
\\hile thus we fit round on the grafs: : 
Ihe Lover who talks of his fuff” rings and ſmart, 
Icierves to be reckon'd an als, an als, 
ideterves to be reckon'd an 415. 


The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelt, 
And w iſhes to add tio the mals. | 
hater the curmudgeon may think of him elf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 
Deſerves, c. 
The Beau, who, fo ſmart with his well-powder'd 
An angel beholds in the glaſs, [hair, 
and thinks with grimace to fu: due all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon da an als, 
Veſerves, Wc. 


8 


dne merchant from climate to climate will roam, 

Ot Crefus the wealth to ſurpafſs; 

Aut oit, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs, 
Clips the horns, Ge. 

ihe lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, 

\\ {1th turchcad well trontea with braſs, 

o' he talks to no purpole, he pockets your fee; 
Phere you, my good friend, arc an als, 
There vou, Se. 


The 


_ 
— — 8 ——— — 


. 1 
The for nal Phyſician, who knows cy 'Ty- 111, 
I! laſt be produc *d in his class; 


oY 11 14 ; 

The ck man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the Doctor an als, 

But death, c. | 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
7 turn take our bottle and lafs; 
Or be u ho his picalure puts Oi for a day, 
Defſerves to be reckon'd an ats, un ale, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als. 


WIUL {tt the Opera of Eliza. 


HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
* Ana all the Roman virtue dead, 


Poor Freedom loſt her fear, 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 


oy ö 93 1 ET * — „ 1 ; 
Thar damp'd fair Virtuc's fading light; 


The mules loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander? what new ſhore 


Had yet a lure} leſt in fore ? 


To this bleſt ile they ſtecr. 
Soon the Parnaſſian chow was heard, ; 
Soon Wirtuc's facred form appear'd, 
And Frecdom ſoon was here. : 
Phe lazy monk has loſt his Sell 
Religion 1 DEE her hallow'd be 
She calls thee now by 58 
Hark, bark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſev, fee, hel receives a thouſand wounds, 
It thiclded not by thee, 


WT 


72 


— 


Sung by Drs. Arne, in The Royal Shepherd. 
\ OWS f Lore ſhould ever bind 


Men ho are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refuſe the {air their dic 


Scorn'd and hated m: 7 ther ho, 
Who trom conſtuncy do {tworce ; 
do may every nymph agree 


N 5 "ot V 
All ſuch faithlefs Salus to ſerve. 


ang b; Art. Cibber, i The Winter's Tale. 


., come, my good 5 hepherds, our ſocks 
we mult. hear 

z your holiday ſuits wh your laſſes1 appear : 

The Foppe of fol are the gaileleis and ne. 

Ang 190 are ſo guitvleis, ſo happy, às we 


s harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
15 oradiiſe 3 0 ert5. with hypoerily fraught : 
Voau we think in our hearts you may read in 
6 11 8 


Fer, Knaonlng no falchond, we ne:d no diſguiſe. 


By mede and ennice are the city dames led; 

But wen „ children of Nature are bred; 

1 4 : | N 

BF her ann 5 alone we are PAN! <> and dreit, 

er the roies will bloom when wnere's peace in 
te breafl, | 


— —— 


— — — — — = 
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The giant, Ambition, we never can aread ; 
Our roofs av too low for fo loity n head; 


- 
— 


Content and tweet cnear! viel: open vour orf; 
They imile with the ümple, ind reed wih te 
poor. 


When love has poſſeſ.'d us, that love we revea! 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we 
| feel ; 

So harmleſs and ſimple we fort and we play 


47 5 
And leave to fine folks deceive and betray. 


Sung by Mr. Rs: in The Maid of the MU, 


HEN a maid in war of marriage, 
W Firſt! is courted bv a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame tac'd in her carrage, 
"Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho't mayhap ſhe likes bim mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it planly, 
Leit the folks hound bink her bold. 
Bur the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bil and coo 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And ihe quickly buckles too. 


Sung ty Ar. Webſter, in Comus. 


LY LES ve minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty cz: 
give; 


The 


— — - — — —— 


5 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain 

Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain: 

The mot. ſplendid palace grows daik as the grave; 

Loe and Wine give, ye gods, or take back what 
ye gave. 


Sung in the Oratorio 7 Su ſu inna. 
SK if yord damafk roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air? 
Then aſk cach She phe rd that you ineet, 
1 f dear Suſan ung — falr % 


Say, will the Vulture quit his prey, 
And w irble through the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets qu it the 1 pray, 
Then doubt thy She pherd's Inge. 


| The ſpoils of war te: Heroes ſhars, 

Let Price in ſplendor ihine; 

Ye Bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


Suns by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall, 


N IE KE ſhall Celia fly for ſic! ter ? 
* In what ſecret grove or cave? 
Siahs and ſonnets ſent to nelt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho with hin in arr ſe arc h her, 
tu ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Havens arcner, 

| Whereloe'cr the damſel turns. 
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Virtue, Sir 99 15 fend e, and beauty, 


(Ii die Ti s not! 
Sometinies 255 the ritian's ctv, 
Sometimes are rde Ssoby's lor: 


No they're pure s'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the Peer, 
Now ſome tie mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the car. 
O af. retion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or gur grand-inammas tmiſtake, 
Stinting flame by bitch fewel, 
Aways careful and aware, 
Would you keep your pearis from tram plerr ers, 
We 'h the ds, weigh the banns: 
Mark y ſong upon your famplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


A Tavo- Par: Serg, ſung in The Chaplet 


Damm. 


ONTENTED all day I vill ſit at your fe, 
Where poplars tar ftretching o*er-arch rhe 
cool tide; | | 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruth and the linnet content in hows 225 


Laura. 


While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 

Ye lunbs reſt in faterv, my Damon is near; 

Bound or, ve blithe kids, now your gambols : may 
ſcaſe, 

For my She; herd ! is kind, and my heart is at eaſe, 

For my Shepherd, Cc. 


Dancn. 


1 


Damon. | 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
The with of each heart, and the theme of each lay ; 
Ne'er yield to the Swain till he makes you u wite, 


For hz who loves tr uly will take you tor lite, 
For he who, &c, | 


Laura. 
Ye vouths, who fear nought but the frowns of 
the fair; 
"Tis yours 10 relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin afſiſtunce to le: d, 
Nor betray the iweet creatures you re barn to 


Nor betray, WT defend 
Ductto. | 

For their honour and faith be our virgins re- 

nown'd ; tourd : 


Nor taiic to his vows ne young Shepherd be 

Be their mo'tents all guided by virtue and truth, 

To preſerve in their age w hat the gain'd in 
their yo buth, 

To preierve in their age what, Se. 


4 HUNTING S ON G. 
a Sung by Mr. Squib, at Marybone-Gardens. 
5 | ARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 


1 vale, 
0 ; | Whole notes do ſo ſpoitingly dance on the gale, 
9 P. 3 10 


I 
4 5 
. 4 


E 1 


9 To charm us to barter, for ignoble reſt, 

[i The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the 
breatt : 

The morning is tair, and in labour with day, 

And the cry of the Huntſman 1s, Hark, hark, 
away: 

Then wheretore deſer we, one moment, our ess; 

Haſte, haſte, let's away, fo to horſe, my ware 

boys. | 


Whut pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we prets, and each forrow dety, 
From valley to valley re-echors the cry: 

Our joys are ali ſterling, nv ſorrow we fear, 
We bound o'er the la en, and lo k Hack on old 

| Care; 

Forgetful of labour we leap o'er the mounds. 
Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 


i L. OT HARI A. Su by Dr. Arne, 
| | | n P fe ind now ye ſtrive to charm me, 


All ye tweets of blooininy May; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away; | 


: 
BY 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling {ky ; 


| Sweeter note. his voice can give me, 
0 


Softer ſunſhine fills his 852. 


A Song | 


1 


7 | 
A Sons by Mr. Gay. | | 

O, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom Race | 
How happy i ſhould I prove, | | 

Might I ſupply that envied place | 
| With never- fading love! | | 
[ . Phenix like, beneath her eye, [| 
| Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, | 
E Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find ö 
N More fragrant roſes there, lj 
I fee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
; With envy and deſpair, | | 
| One common fate we both muſt prove; 1 
You die with envy, I with love, | 

| 


Senr by Irs, Nattocks, in Love in a Village. | 


WWE women, like weak Indians, trade, a | 
* Whole judgment tinſel-ſhow decoys; | 
Dapes to our folly we are made, | BB 


bie artful man the gain enjoys: 
. give our treaſure to be paid 
a pal ry, poor return in toys. 


— — — — — DS — 
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The Happy Meeting, Sung at Ranelagh, 


8 Jamie gay gang 'a blithe his way, 1 
Along the Hanks of Tweed; 1 

A Lonny laſs, as ever was, I 
Caine tripping o'er the mead : 1 
The hearty fwain, untaught to feign, 1 
The buxom nymph furvey'd : t 


A3 J full of plee, as lad could be, 
Belpake the pretty maid, 
Dear 


— — 


| 
if 
| 
| 
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Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'lx wand'reſt here? 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide 
Can't tell me, laddy, where ? 

To town iſe hie, be made reply, 

Some muckle {pot to :ec ; 

Þut thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
Ie ſeek the ewes with thee. 


She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain ind vale, 
Right merrily they went: 

The birds ſang bret the pair to greets 
And flowers om around; 

Aud as they walk*d, of love they talk'd, 


And joys which lovers crown'd, 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r,) 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid- 11 hour: 

The bonny lad, raw'd in his plaid, 

The lats who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
And he to gung to town. 


Ty. Mords from Shabelpe >4re: Surg at Ranelagh, 


ll |] OME, live with me, and be my love, 
| 4 18 And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
Ill] That hills and valleys, daics and fields, 
And all tbe craggy mountain yields ; ; 


{ 
Wl |} 
Wl || There 


1 E 

There will we ſit upon the rocks, 
And fee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
© Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will T make thee beds of roſes, 
Mh a thouſand fragrant poſies; 

A cap ſof flowers, with a girdle, 

E Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle, 
A vown made of the fineſt wool, 

Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 
lk theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 


| Fair lined flipper for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; 
A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 
And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds : 
The 8 tw uns mall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each Viy morning. 
It cheſe delights thy m d may move, 
, Then live with me, and be my love. 


Myrtilla, Sung at Ranclagh, 1 

; 'E cheartul virgins, have ye ſeen 4 

. My tar Myrtilla pats the green, 1 
Io roſe or jaſmin bow'r? 4 

To roſe or jaſmin bow”: ? 1 


Where does the ſeek the woodbine ſhade 2. 
For jure ye know the blooming maid, { 
| Sweet as the Muy-born flow'r, | 
te ovwect as the May-born flow'r. { 


——— — —— 
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Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lily as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie; 
Like dew-drops glitt ring in the morn, 
When Phobus gilds the flow'ring thor n, 
Health iparkles iu her eye, 
Health {parkles in her eye. 
Her ſong 1s like the linnet's lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ipray, 
To hal the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her pattions gently. move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the {mooth-gliding ſtream. 


Sung in the Maſque of Alt red, 
\ "HEN Britain firit at Heav'n's command, 


Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves, 


The nations, not fo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 
Mult in, Sc. free, 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still 


10% . 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadtul from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadiul, Sc. | 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 


Serves Hut to root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, Ye. 


Thee 11 ughty tyrante ne'er ſhall tum 
All their attemps to bend thee Jon, 
All their. Se. 
Vil | but arouic, arouſe thy gen'rous Cage: 
And work che! ir woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, Se. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 


Thy cities ſh wall with commerce ſhine, 
Thy cities, Wc. 


All thine fall be, ſhall be the ſubiect main, 
And cv'ry more it circles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, Sc. 
The Mat les (tl with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coat repair, 


Bleſsd ile! wich beauties, with matchleſs beau- 
ties Crown'd, 


And manly hearts to guard the fair. 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
AIR Hebe I left with a cautious defign 


To 'ſcape from her charms, and to drown 
'em in wine; 


I | I try'd 


B 168 J 


I. try'd it, but found, cher I came to depart, 
The wine in my hend, and ſtill love in my heart, 


I repair'd to my ran, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my Cale, and each et Ircumftance 
weigh "Ql 


9 


| Then oravely prot, Inc'd, in return to my pray'r, 


hat Hebe was faircit as all that was ai, 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be 
taught; 

I came toi your counſel to find out a fault: 

It that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault, with Hebe would torfeit my name, 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 


\\ hile, like lightning, ſhe darts through each 
throbbing vein? | 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arme, 

And Reaſon confirms me a flare to her charts, 

* — 
Sung by Mrs, Tennedy, Mi./%mWrighten, ad Mr. 
Webſter, 25 Comus. 
VE and love, enjoy the fair 


Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 


Mind not what old 'd otards fay, 


Age has had his thare of play; 

But youth's ſport ef e to-day. 
From the fruits of {weer delight 
Let no ſcarc-cro virtue tright ; 
Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
ae elt S, alry, gay, and free. 
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Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in Thomas and Gally. 


2 ” 
. I -—— 3 


FEE I as poor as wretch can be, 

As great as any Monarcu, he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
Ld work my lingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye Pow'rs, (J aſk not wealth, ) 
Grant me bur innocenee and health; 

Ah!! f . 2 Ar i5 81 e ink 0 10 vice? 
"1-16 only V1 due gives it price. 


| 7 
4 
i! 
! 
14 
lt p 
* 
14 
Wh 
i 
any 
5 I 
: li 
1 


The CHA RMS ISAB EE. 
Fan is ine ſwan, the ermine white, 


Ana fair the lily of the vae 

The moon, rciplendent Queen oi night 

And fnows chat drive betore the g gale: 
In tairne!s tneſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my Itabel, 
Sweet 18 the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, 

And wert the morning breath of May; 
Carnations . their e diſclole, 

And tw cet the inding goodbires ſtray: 
In weetnels theie the reſt excel, 
wy ſweeter is my Label. 


Onſtant the Þ, ts C: il the Dove, 
And am'rovs they the Sparrow call: 
Fond is ths Sy elark ot his love, 
Ana thyd the gather *'d lovers all: 
In tondneis theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. ä | 
Q_ HEBE, 


HEBE. 4 Paſteral, Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 

A What anguith I felt at my heart! 
And 1 thought (but | it might not be ſo) 

She was lorry to tee me depart : ' 
She calt ſuch a languiſh view, 

VV pz th 1 could icarcely Fern . 
And to ſweetly the bad me adieu, 

though the had bid me return, 


Methinks he might like to retire 
To the grove 1 had labou'd to rear, 
For whatever 1 heard her admire, 
| hatred and planted it there. 
ler voice ſuch a pleature conver 3, 
do much I her ern adore 
1.-t her ipeak, and whatever he ſays 


I'm ture ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 

Come, Shepherds, and ling of her lays; 
1 could lay down my lite for the ſwain 

That would fing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ings, may the mals in the town 

Come locking g, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Uebe once trown, 

'hough I cannot allow her to . 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some Hermit peep out ot his cell, 

How he thinks of his youth, with a figh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 


E 


On him ſte may ime, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the earl bolom ot age; 
Vet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceuſe 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin the Sage. 


Ire ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 
For what can a blofltom beſtew, 
So tt ect, ſo engaging 25 lose 5 
I ſing in a ruſtical way, 
A Shepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe <A of my. lay, 
Go, Shephe 5 and envy my ſong, 


Seng ſit by Dr. Arne 
Dam to me only with thine eyes, 


And TI will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kils but on the cup, 
And F il not wiſh tor wine. 
The thirſt that from the foul docs riſe, 
Does aſk a drink divine; 
And might I of Jove's vec ar fip, 
I would not change for thine. 
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I ſent thee late a roſeat wreathe, 
Not ſo much hon'ring thee, 
As giving it a nope, that there 
It could not wither'd be: 
But thou thercon didſt only breathe, 
And fent it back to me ; 
Since which it blooms, and ſmells, J ſwear, 
Not of itſelf, but thce. 
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O, lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her time 

and me, | [ thee, 

That now ſhe knows, when J reſemble her to 
Hou i{weet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 


Tell hor that's voung, and ſhuns to have graces 

ſpy'd, [ abide, 
Thit hadi. thou ſprung in deſarte, where no men 
Thou muſt have uncommencied dy'd. 


Small is the worth of Beauty from the light 
retir'd; 


Did her come forth, ſuffer Re to be deft 


And 30t bluſh ſo to be acid 


— 1 2 


Then die, that fie the common fate of all thing; 


rare Lchare 
May read in thee, now imall a part of time they 


That are ſo word'rous feet and fair. 


Sung at Ranelagh, 
Told my nymph, I told her true, 


My fields were ſmail, my flacks were few; 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my tear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vigant ſheep that leit my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; | 
And was not Flavia then fincere ? 


How 
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How. if the deign'd my love to bleſs, 


BETS 


How, chang'd by Fortune's fickle wind, 
The fr tends I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous teur; 
And is not Flavia then fipcere? 


My Flavia muſt not hope for drete: 
This to» ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Fl. via ſure mult be ſincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains; 
Go reap -he plenty ot your plains : 
Deſpor *a of all which you reverc, 
I know wy Flavia's love 5 luce ere. 


5 


For the Free- maſons. Ey Mr. Cunningham. 


ET Maſonry, from Pole to Pole, 
Her tacred laws expand; 
Far as the mighty waters roll, 
To waſh remoteſt land ! 
That Virtue has aot leit mankind, ] 
Her ſocial ma ms prove; 


For ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Low? 


Aſcending to her native 7M 
Let Maſonry increaſe ; 
A glorious pillar rais'd on Highs 
Integtity its baſe, 
Peace adds to olive-boughs entwin'd, 
An emblematic Dove; 
As ſtamp'd upon the Maſon's mind 
Are Unity and Lowe. 
4 Sung 
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Sung by Signor Giuſtinelli, 22 Almena, 
Os can my heart ſurrender, 
And not unfaichful prove! 
Vet 'tis grateful to be tender, 
When trom pity rues love, 


But, can honour prove ungrateful, 
| And the vows of love ſuppreſs ? 
"T's unmanly, it, deceitful, 


'Yy When we're bien we ceaſe to bleſs. 


Sung by Mrs. andy, in Camus, 
18 on beds of fading flow'rs, 
Sbedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in 1yren bow'rs, 
\W:1I true pleaſure long ide: 
On awful Virtues hill ſublime 
Enthroned fits th' immortal fair; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: 
So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain 
Eternal blils tor rravfient Pain, 


A favourite Song jor tav? Voices. 


HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 


Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
Say, oft Cantos art thou Love ? 


It Love thou art, then farewell Reſt, 
Wirn gentle ſmiles "affix: age the pain 
Thoit gentle {miles did firſt create z 
And thous! b you may not love again, 
In pity, all! forbear to hate, 


The 


8 „„ UNESTTFEELDOUW; 
HO! pox o' this nonſenſe, I pr'ythee give 
| oer, | 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their tzce, and their air, and their mien, what 
a rout! | | 
Here? s to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical tops play the fool and the ape, 

They dare not contide in the juice of the grape; 

But we honeſt fellows — ideath! who'd ever 
think 

Ot pin; ing for love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of pining, Sc. 
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Lis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows, 
| Our joys 1 it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
\emember what topers of old us'd to ling, 

The man that is drunk 1s as great as a King. 

The man, Ec. 
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It Cupid affaults you, there's law for his tricks, 
Anacreon's Caſes, fee page twenty-bx ; 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 


Lay hold "x Or. 


What's life, but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, while I've liquor to quaff, 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
” Boys, fill up a bumper, and ler it go round, 
| Boys, fil vp a bumper, and let it go round. 
= Pyr. 


8 — — — — — — — 
— — —— — — — — = = — 
— TE 7 5 ———_ —— EPI : hh — 5: — — —— M — 
— = = — — 2 — — wm — — — — 


3 
Putt. Sung by Mr. Beard aud Miss Young, 
. N Phobus the tops of the hills docs 


1dor NU, 
How fweet eis the found of the echoing horn! 
When the antline ſtag is rouz'd with the found, 


Erecting his cars, ry ſweeps oer the ground, 


And thinks he has leit us behind on the plain; 
But ſtill we purſue, 1 now come in view of the 
glorious game. 


O lee howeagain he rears up his head, 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 
But, oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, [ories: 
hat h.s CYES loſe the 3 his ears loſe the 
Vos now his flrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well— ſcented hounds ur- 
rounded he dies. 


Sons in Eliza, 


HE weodlark whittles through the grove, 
Tuning ihe ſweeteſt notes of love 
To ple: ae his female on the pray? 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaft 
Swells with a Lover's joy confeſt, 
To hear, and to red ard the lay. 


Come Fenz my Fair-one, let us prove 
From their example how to love, 
For thee the early pipe I'll breathe; 
Av when wy flock returns to fold, 
Their Shepherd to thy boſom hol id, 
Ang crown him with the nuptial wreath, 
Cre 
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„ 
he in As You Like It. 


AEN daiſies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
"od cog: Vods . yellow hue, 
And lady-fmocks al lever . kite, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 

|. Mocks warryd men; for this fings He 
Cuckow ! Cuckow! oh! word of tear, 
Unpicating to a marry'd ear, 
Unplealin: to a marry'd ear. 

10 
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Whey Shepherds pipe on oaten {traws 
And merry larks are Ploughmens clocks; 
When turtles tread, ai: 5 "OOKS and daws, 
And maidens b! each their tümer 9 : 
| The cuckow then, on ev very tree, 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus fings he: 
Cuckow! Cackow 1 ch! word of tear, 
Unpleafing, d EE | 2 
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Sung Gy A. Webſter, 772 Oamus. 


OW Phoebus ſinke 2th in the weſt, 
Welcome 'ong, and welcome jeſt; 

Midnight © outs and Tevelry, 
Tipiy dance Ind 10 y! Hy: > 
Braid your Locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine; 
Braid your locks with rofy twine, | 1181 

ropping odours, dropping wine, 8} 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And Advice with ferup' lous head; 


Strict 
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Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 


With their crave jaws in f. inder lie, 
With their grave ſaws in Humber lie. 


Saur n Comus. Set & Dr. Arne. 
| 5 1 dimpled brook and fountain brim, 


he od-uymphs. deck'd with daiſies trim, 
Their merry (merry) wakes apd paſtimes kcep ; 
What has night to do with licep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus now wakes and wakens love; 
Come, let us our rites begin, 


e 
L 


Lis only day-light that makes hn. 


Sang by Sipnira G:ordant. 
| RECITATIVE. 
OVELY virgins. in vou prime, 

7 Parke the hleut flight of time ;/ 
Fortunt's gifts ſhow a ſhe 1:lole, 
Quickly chute what ſhe bellows 
Ploom and beau:y ſoon decay, 
Love and youth fly ſwift away. 


A 1 te 


bot age e thy bloom enſnare, 


Y oucan find uo pleaſure there: 
+tranuent joys vou ll ſeek in vain, 
Jovs that veer return again. 
Ev? ry nute then improve, 
Fleeting are thoſe joys of love; 


— 


Wiſeh 


E 
Wiſely think the young and gay 
But the tenants of a day. 


Song Set by Dr. Arne. 
OW blithe was I cach morn to ſee 
My Swain come o'er the hill!!! 
ile icapd the brook, and flew to me; 
l met him with good- will: 
] neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
hen his flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my ſneeh at BIEN; 
Aud e cheer'd ine all the d diy. 
Oh! th- 8 the bunny broom, 
Where loſt wes my repoſe; 
I with I was with wy dear Swain, 


With his pipe and ny ewes; 


. tun'd his pipe and reed | 4% ſweet, 
The birds flood hit” ning by ; 


a he fleecy flock ſtood iti and gaz'd, 
Charm'd, with his melody: 


Betwixt our flocks and play, 
Jenvy'd not the faireſt dame, 
E Tho! Cer ſo rich and gay. 
On! the broom, Oc. 


e did olige me ev'ry hour ; 
b Cou' d I but faithful be ? 


e ſtole iny heart; cou'd I refuſe 
| DW hate? er he aſk'd of me? 


Brd fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 


. 


h "te thas we ſpent our time, by turns, 


Gang 


— 
— 
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Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
Thar erer yet was born, 
Oh! che broom, the bouny broom, 
Where loft was my repole ; : 
T wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 0 


Sang on FRIENDS HIP. 


HE world, my dear Myra, 1s ful! of deceu, 
Aud Friendihip's a jewel we ieivom (an 
meet; 


How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching 2. 
round, 


This lource of content is fo rare to be found? 

Oh, Friendſhip! thou baim, and rich ſweetner 
of hte; 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſir'ſe 

Without thee, alas! what are riches and pos“, 

But empty 3 the 8 Ot an hour ;? 


Oh arhom we 895 alw: ys wk afery depen: 
Our joys, When extended, will al, DE Inc eaſe, 
And gliels, when ing are huſh'd into peace; 
Nhe n fortune is ſmiling wh 55 crowd will apy, 
Cheir kindneſs to vie Me and friendſhip fincere; 


Vet change but the proſpect, and. polnt Cat 


A 
Gd trefs, 


No longer to court you they eagerly y pre! 
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Sung in the Oratorio of Jephthah, 


HE ſmiling dawn of happy days, 
Preſents a proſpect clear, 
Aud pleafing hope's all brightning r rays, 
Diſpel each gloomy tear ; 
While every charm that peace diſplays, 
Makes ipring-time all the Nei | 
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A favourite Song in Saul: 


| IN not, O king, againſt the youth, 
+ 8 Who ne'er offended you; 
Think to his loyalty and truth, 
What great rewards are due: 
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Think, with what joy that godly man, 
You ſaw that glorious day; 

Think, and with ruin, if you can, 
Such ſervices repay. 
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From cities ſtorm'd, and battles won, 
What glories can accrue ? 
By this, the hero beſt 15 known, 


He can himſelf labdue. 
wy | ; Song ſet by Dr. Arne, 
i  JOPELESS lovers, who ſue in vain, 
; Whole hearts are frozen with cold diſdain, 


Learn of Jockey love pleaſing art, 


| To quell a þeauty's x Ms and melt her hear 8 ; 


-F...-I92 Þ 
He, like vou, would ſigh and pine, 


From Phœbus riſe to Jus decline: 
I deny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful brow, 
Ah, Jockey, 'twill not do, prithee leave me now, 


Gazing, advancing, his eyes love darting, 
Jenny, ſaid he,—one kiſs at parting ; 
__ Claiping then my flender waiſt, 
With eager arms he me embrac'd, 
Kiſs'd me, call'd on heav'n above, 
To reward his conſtant love, 
Partially I ey'd him, 
Faintly I deny'd him, 
My tongue bely'd my heart; 
His ſhape, his face, 
His manly grace, 
Strongly took my lover's part, 


J his ſuit approving, 

He my doubts removing, 
With ardour reply'd, 
I' hafte to bring 
The wedding ring, 

Lovely Jenny 1s my bride, 


Hopeleſs lovers mind what I ſing, 
No cure for diſdain like a kiſs and a ring. 


Sung by Mrs, Weichſell. 


HEN I ſee my Strephon languiſn, 

Wich his tender love oppreſt, 

When I ice his pain and anguiſh, 
Pity moves my tender breait, 

5 VVV Strephon' 
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Pre try'd his faith, and find it true, 
And all my coyneſs bid adieu. 


Ere Nanny became a fine lady in town, 


Can lap-dogs or monkies, draw tears from thoſe 
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Strephon's plain and humble nature, 
Mov'd me firſt to hear his t-le ; 
Strephon's truth, by every creature, 
Is proclaim'd through all the vale, 
I love and am belov'd again, 
No more ſhall Strephon figh in vain, 


JEMMY and NANNY. 
Song jet Ly Dr. Arne. 


HEN innocent paſtimes our pleaſures did 
crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 


How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ! 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my. be-utitul Nanny!“ 
Let no new whim, take thy fancy from me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen? 
Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be ? 


een, | 
That look with diſdain, on unfortunate me? 


Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 


Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


R 2 O think 
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That Aid away ſoftly between thee and me; 


power 

To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee. 
Toe np thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy dcfires be all center'd in me: 

h! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 


Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


Sang in The Enhancer, 


IGH not your hours away, 
Youth ſhall ever be gay : 
Ever ſhouid dance round 
Pleaſure's enchanted ground, 


Reaſon invites you 
Paſſion excites you; 
Spring ſhall her ſweets diſplay, 
| Nature fhall vie with art; 
No clouds ſhall ſhade the day, 
No grief the heart. 


Love ſhall his treaſures bring, 
Beauty ſhall ſport and ig 
Free as the zephyr's wing 

Soft as the kiſs. 


Come then, ſweet Liberty, 
Jet us be ever tree, 
What's love without thee ? 


6 
2. 


7 


5, 


O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 


Ere ſquirrels, and beaux, and their fopp” ry had 
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Sung by Miſs Rudley, in Cymon. 
HIS cold flinty heart it is you who have 


warm'd, 
You waken'd my patſions, my ſenſes here charm'd; 


In vain againſt merit and Cym 4c f e, 
What's lite without paſſion, © hen of love ? 


The froſt nips the bud, and ic rote cannot blow, 
From youth that is fro inipt no Mptures can flow; 
Elyflum to him bat a defart will prove: | 

What's life w ihe pailion, ſv ect paiton of love ? 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be 
gay, 5 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
May; 
Love bleſſes the cottage and ſings thro? the grove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, 


A Song by Mr. Vernon, in The Election. 


H! let it ne'er with truth be ſaid, 
That public virtue droops her head, 
That Engliſh faith ſhould luckleſs prove, 
Or croſs one Engliſli virgin's love. 


If in my Sally” 5 youthful heact, 

Her Richard 'e'er may claim a part, 
This happy hour ſhould ſmiling prove, 
That honour firmly fixes love. 


R 3 Sung 


3 


Sung by Miß Catley, in The Jovial Crew. 
N woman her envy can ſmother, 


Tho? never fo vain of her charms ; 
It a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart 1t alarms. 
New conqueſts the {till mult be making, 
Or fancies her power grows iels ; 
Her poor little heart 1s till aching | 
At fight of another's ſucceſs. 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 
That different beauties ſhould moye, 

Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſliou'd reign, 
Sole monarch 1n empire of love, 

Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due ; 

ii one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


Sung by Mrs. Barthelemon, at Ranelagh. 


ELL me laſſes, have you ſeen, : 
Lately wand'ring o'er the green, ; 
2 s ſon, a little boy, ; 
Full of frolic, mirth and joy? 
It you know his ſhelter, ſay, 
He's from Venus gone aſtray : 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one ps o'er the green I 
CEL fans. © 
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By his marks the god you'll know, 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraugkt with darts, 
© Poiſon {ure to human hearts: 
| Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o'er the mind. 
Tell me, laſſes, c. 


Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains; 
Reaſon's ſhield itſelf is broke, 
By che unſuſpected ſtroke. 

Tell me, laſſes, Oc. 


Oft the Urchin's ſeen to lie 
Baſking in the ſunny eye, 

Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks : 
Snowy breaſts, or curling har, 


Oft conceal his pleaſing ſnare, 
Tell me, laſſes, Oc. 


She that the receſs reveals 


Where the God himſelf conceals, 


Shall a kiſs receive this night 


From him who is her heart's delight ; ; 


To Venus let her bring the boy, 
She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 


Tell me, laſſes, &c. 
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I EAN EV s COMPLAINT. 


A favourite Scotch Song, ſung at Bath. 


O thee, ſweet, chanting, warbling throng, 
I do addreſs my plaintive lay; 
Since Jockey's left me, I'm undone, 
And courts another far away ; 
Tho' oft. he ſaid he'd conſtant be, 
And ne'er would wed ea maid but me. 


No more will Jockey tune his pipe. 
And on the green the dance declare; 
Tor tel! his tales, which gave delight 
To Jcany and the virgins fair: 

Alas! I fee my p' enſure“ s loſt, 


Since ſockey's gone that pleas? 4 me moſt. 


The lafies all with enry look, 

When Jockey led me to the gr een; 
"Then from mv lips a kiſs he took, 

| And made me happy a3 a queen: 
Put, now he's left me here to mourn, 
| | 

| 


Never again for to return. 


My flocks neg! lected leave the plain ; 
While here I wander in the ſhade, 
NMiaking coinplaint to birds in vain, 
The ſorrows of a hopeleſs maid : 
Vet they alone I leave to tell, | 
What makes me bid the world farewel. 


Sung in The Deſerter. 


HO' Prudence may preſs me, 
And Duty diſtreſs me, 
Ain inclination, ah ! what can they do ? 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 


* The bee thus as changing, 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he lighi on ne'er w. ſhes to ſtray ; 
Vith raptures poſſeſſing 
In one ev'ry bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom he flies far aw: ay. 


— * 


SC: by Mrs, Mattoks, in Lionel and Clariſſa, 


OF: and fear alternate riſing, 
Strive forempire o'er my heart; 
Ev'ry peril no. deſpiſing, 
Now at t ev'ry breath I ſtart. 


| Teach, ye learned ſages teach me, 
How to stem this beating tide; 

If you've any rules to teach me, 
Haſte and be the weak one's guide. 


| | Thus our trials at diſtance, 

[ Wiſdom's ſcience pron: 365 aid; 
| Yet in need of their aſſiſtance, 

| We attempt to graſp a ſhade, 


My 28 my fond heart, ſays my Henry is true. 
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Sung by Mr, Vernon, in Padlock, 


| vain you bid your captive live, 


While you the means of lite deny : 
Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give, 
To him who mult without you die. 


Shrunk from the ſun's enlight'ning beam, 
Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue; 


Its ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 


Or me exiſt, depriv'd of you. 
In vain ye bid me, &c, 


Sung by Miſs Catley, in The Golden Pippin, 


UARPDIAN angels now protect me, 
Send, ah! ſend the youth I love; 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me through the myrtle grove ;, 
Bear my ſighs, ſoft-floating air, 
Say I love him to deſpair, 


Tell him 'tis for him I grieve, 


For him alone I wiſh to live. 


Mid ſecluded dells I wander, 

Silent as the ſhades of night, 
Near ſome bubbling rills meander, 

Where he erſt has bleit my fight : 
There to weep the night away, 
There to waſte in ſighs the day. 
Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſee thee more? 


Then 


r 
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| Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale, 
There with mournful cadence lwelling, 
ö Oft repeat my loveſick tale: 
And the lark and Philomel 
Ott ſhall hear a virgin tell, 
What's the pain to bid adieu 
To joy, to happineſs, and you. 


ö Sung by Mr, Banniſter, in the neaw Muſica! Inter! =y 
called T he Election. 


HILE happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter; 
T1] never baſely lend my hand, 
Her liberties to barter. 


The noble mind is not at all 

By poverty degraded ; 

is guilt alone can make us fall, 

1 And well I am perſuaded, 

© Each free-born Briton's ſong ſhould be, 
Or give me death or liberty.“ 


Tho' ſmall the pow'r which fortune grants, 
1 And few the gifts ſhe ſends us ; 

The lordly hireling often wants 

| That freedom that defends us. 

By law ſecured from lawleſs ſtrife, 

Our houſe is our Caſtellum. 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre, ſhall we ſell em? 

No —ev'ry Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
Or give me death or liberty. 2 
. 2 GRAMA- 


— 


TRE 

i 0 

oy | 
8 7 
f ' 
IT. 
1: 9 
" : 1 
US | 
: 
i h 
4 
1 

7 
we 
1 
1 

1 

U 5 

1 [ 

m9: 

* 49 

LS + 

n th. 

. 70 

K * 

1.74 

A. 

1 

19 
4 141 
141 7 
1 q 
1 o 
\ 

'Þ * 

4 

$, Mi 

10 

J. „ 

Mm I 
* 
5 

i 1 

4 | 

i) 1 

1 
') Wl 
| 

1. 

l 

we: 

#1: > 

1 

v 8 

1 
* 

j 

Te] ay 

4 

{ \ 

4 4 1 1 

115 166 
tl; L 
1 , 
U ö 

1 
1 U. 

IE. t 

i 01's } 
n 

1 1 T; 
be 1 1% j 
oth Th 
y "Ra 

[ ' * 
1 

a 1 

1. 
1 

4 1 7 

t 
7 

1 we 
194 Th 
4 8 

* 1 
1 105 
I 

» 

1" ' 
17, T8 
) if ll 

ve g 
[ 

i." 'Yl 
1.1 
{39 
+ (= 
> 
1 
1 J 7 
1 
if 4 ry 
'y.' I 
1 
| n 

ER 


gen 


5 19] 
GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 
A fewvourite Iriſh Air. 


8 down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, one 
evening in May, 
The little nk in blytheſt notes, made vocal 
ev*ry ſpra 
They ſung their little tales of wes they ſung 
| them o'er and o'er. 
Ah! Gramachree, ma Chollecnough, my Molly 
aſhtore ! 


The daiſy pied, and all the ſweets the dawn i 
nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, lay {cattcr'd 
o' er the fields; 

Such fragrance 1 in the boſom lies, of her whon 
1 adore. 


Ah! Gramachree, &c. 


I EP me down upon a bank, beiyailing my fad 
fate, 
That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel 
Molly's hate; 
Hoy can ſhe break the honeſt heart, that wears 
her in its core? 5 
Ah! Gramachree, &c, 


| You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear; Ah! why 


did I believe ? 
Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant 
but to deceive? 
That love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, keav'y 
Could give no more. 
Ah! (ramacaree, 5 
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O! had I all the flocks that graze, on yonder 
yellow hill, 


Or lowd for me the num'rous herds that yon 


green paſture fill; 
With her I love, I'd gladly ſhare my kine and 
fleccy ſtore, 
Ah! Gramackree. &c. 
Two turtle doves, above my 1 8 ſit courting 
on a buugh, | 
I envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill 
and cod; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe then 4, but now, 
alas! tis oer. 
Ah! Gramachree, &e. 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear; thy 015 J 
_ e*er ſhall mourn, 
While life remains in Strephon's s heart, twill 
beat for thee alone; 
Tho' thou art talſe, may heav a on thee, its choiceſt 
bleiinos pour. 
| Ah! Gramachree, &c, 


A favourite Duetto, in the Serenata of Solomon. 


OGETELER let us range the flelds 

Impearled with the morning dew, 

Or view the truit the vineyard yiclds, 
Or the apple's cluſtering bough ; 

There, in cloſe-embow'red ſhades, 
Impervious to the noon-tide ray, 

By tinkling rills, on roſy beds, 

We'll love the ſultry hours away. 


8 Sang 


[ 194 J 
Song /et by Mr, Bates. 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf 9 
be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt ; 
And all nature dijrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are fait bound with the fol; 
When the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhivering wit 
cold, | 
As bleak the wind northerly blow, 
And the innocent flock run for ſhelter to fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow, 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtray, 
And fend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 
When the neat-looking carry maid ſees he mul 

thaw 
Flakes of ice which ſhe finds on her cream; 
When the blythe country laſs, as freſli as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often flides ; 
And the ruſtick laughs loud, it in falling ſhe ſhews 
Thoſe charms which her modeſty hides, 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join d, 
As round the hall embers they ſet, 

Talk of witches and fairies that ride on the wind 
And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat; 

When the birds to the barn- door come hov'ring 

for tood, 

Or ſilently fit on the ſpray ; 

And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood 
For taithlefs her footſteps betray, 


Heaven 


_Þwd Dee n Lond 
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Heavens grant in that ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 


With the girl that J love and admire, 


When the ificles hang to the eves of my cot, 


[ may thither in ſafety retire ; 


| There in neatneſs and quiet, and free from 


ſurprize, 
We may live in each other ſecure, 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


But thoſe which each other can cure. 


AIR, Sung by Mr. Leoni, in Poor Vulcan. 


| W are Pluto's gilded toys, 


When compar'd to love's rich] 10}, 


Toys that worldly mortals prize, 
| Souls of finer ſenſe deſpiſe. 


Free together let us rove, 
Heart tor heart, and love for love. 


Free from tumult, frowns, and ſtrife, 
| Free from all that 'burden's lite; ; 

| Blythely let us ſeek the plains, 

| Where eternal pleaſure reigns. 


Free together let us rove, 
Heart tor heart, and love for love. 


Sung by Miſs Abrams, in The Little Gipſey. 
H! ſpread thy rich mantle ſweet May, o'er 
the ground, 


| Drive the blaſts of keen Winter away ; ; 


Let the birds N carol, thy flowriſts ſmile 
round, 


| And let us w ith all nature be gay ' 


S 2 | Let 
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Let ſpleen, ſpight, and envy, thoſe clouds of 


the mind, 
e diſpers'd by the ſunſhine of joy; 
The pleaſures of Eden had bleſs'd human kind, 


Had no fiend entered there to deſtroy. 


As May with her ſunſhine, can warm the cold 
earth, 
Let each fair with the ſeaſon i improve; 
Be widows reſtor'd from their mourning to mirth, 
And bard-hearted maids yield to love. 


Wich the treaſures of Spring let the village bs 
_ dreſt, 
Its joys let the ſeaſon impart ; 
When rapture twells high, and o'erflows from 
Leach breaſt, 
*Tis the May of che mind and the heart. 


Oo 25 Mrs. Wrighten, in May Day. 


OUNG maids and young fraius, if you're 
curious to know, | 

What huſbands you'll have, and what wives; 

From above I can know, what you'll do here 

| below, 

And what you have done all your lives. 


Don't bluſh and don't fear, 

As I'm old, Iam wiſe, 

And I read in your eyes, 
I muſt whiſper the reſt in your ear. 


II 


1 1 


If vou, a falſe man, ſhould betray a fond maid, 
I'll read what the ſtars have decreed, 
If you, a fond maid, ſhould be ever betray d, 
You'll be ſorry that page I ſhould read, 
Don't bluſh, and don't fear, 2 


If youth weds old age, tho? it wallows in gold, 
With fattins, and ſilks, and fine watch; 
Yet when for bare gold, youth and beauty is fold, 
The Devil alone makes the match. 
Don't bluſh, and don't fear, &c. 


If an old man's fo raſh, to wed a young wife, 
Or an old woman wed a young man ; 
For ſuch huſvand and wife, | read danger and 
R 
For nature deteſts ſuch a plan. 
Don't bluth, and don't fear, S. 
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JOHNNY A&D MARY) 


A Favorite now Scotch Song, introtured ty A.65 
Caricy, in Love in a V illage. 


. N the bourne and thro' the mead, 
k His golden Jocks war'd o'er his brow 3 
Johnny liking, tun'd his reed, 
And Marv 1 wip'd her bonny mou. 
Dear the jov'd the well known ſong, 
While her Johnny, 
Blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long. 
Down the bourne, Ee. 


8 3 *; Conly 
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Coſtly claiths, ſhe had but few; 
Ot rings and jewels nae great "ſtore ; - 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae more: 
Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize ; 
O'er the mountain, 
Near the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes, 
Down the bourne, Se Gs 


Gold and titles g1ve not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart ; 
_ Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth 

| Was ſtill her faithfu' Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the joys the lovers find, 

Great the treaſure, 

Sweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. 

Down the bourne, Oc. 


Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Vauxhall, 


Y Jockey is the blytheſt lad, 
That ever maiden woo'd ; 
When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. 5 
He talks of love, whene'er we meet, 
His words in raptures flow; 


Then tunes his pipe, and fings ſo ſweet, _ 


I have no power to go. 


All 
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All other laſſes he forſakes, 

3 And flies to me alone ; 

At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, 

; hear him making moan : 

| He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair 

No ſwain was ever halt ſo true, 


Or half ſo kind and fair. 


| Wherc'er I go, I nothing fear, 

It Jockey is but by, 

| For I alone am all his care, 

| When any danger's nigh. 

He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
| And make me bleſt for life; 

| Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
Io be young Jockey's wife? 


D.1A NA AN CU PTD. 
A CAN TATA. 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. 


RECITATIVE, 


A Dian and her hunting train 
Once rov'd to try the woods and plain, 
Poor Cupid faſt aſleep they found, 


His bows and arrows on the ground. 
Well pleas'd te find his Godſhip there, 
dhe thus commands her liſt'ning fair: 


Alk. 


— — — 


X — — - 
. —-— E res —matis —— — 
— — —ͤ—ä—ñ—ĩ—äꝓ — — — — 


[ 200 J 
AIX. 


Break, break with ſpeed, each pointed dart! 
For if he wakes he*ll turn our foe, 
*Tis his to wound the tender heart, 
His only joy's to give us woe. 
Now ſhall we ſafely trace the plain, 
And haunt the river, lawn, and grove, 
His arrows broke, his pow'r is vain, 
_ You now may ſafely laugh at love. 


RECITATIVE. 


When now, too late, the God awoke, 
Saw Dian and her fav'rites by, 


The fati] miſchief thus he ſpoke, 


Whilſt malice ſparkled from each eye. 


Ain, 
Tho' Cupid Is vanquiſh'd to- day, 


Believe not my empire is o'er, 
To Venus I'll hie me away, 

She'll arm me as well as before. 
Oh Dian! what nymph of thy train 

Is fate when I aim the ſure dart? 


I'm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtain, 


Then, goddeſs, take care of thy heart. 


Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in the Opera of Tom Jones. 


8 mercy is the lovlieſt flower, 
That heav'n e'er planted in the mind; 

The queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft power 

| Can een to godhead raiſe mankind, 


Let 


00} 
Let patriots, kings, and heroes boaſt 
A name that will i in hiſtory live; 
et he reſembles heav'n the moſt, 
Whole godlike boſom can for give. 


NANCY or rut VAL 


Sung by N.. Baddely, at Ranelagh. 


RECITATIVE. 
| HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er, 
= With erery pleaſing ray, 
| And flocks reviving felt no more 
| The fulcry heats of day ; 
| When from a hazel's artleſs bow” r. 
| Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
He bleſt the day, he bleſt the hour, 


_ White Nancy's charms he ſung, 


AIX. 


Let fops with fickle falſchoods range 
The paths of wanton love, 
| While weeping maids Iament the change, 
And fadden every grove ; 
But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I faw fair Eſham's dale, 
And every bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the vale. 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
Its peerleſs bud I found, 

And ſhad*wing rocks and woods conſpi pir'd 
To fence their beauties round ; 


„ 


E. 


That 


— ¹¾ m — —- , 


1 


That Nature in ſo lone a dell | 
Should from a Nymph ſo ſweet, 

Or Fortune to her ſecret cell, 
Conduct my wand'ring feet ! 


Gay Lordlings ſought her for their bride; 
But the would ne*er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 

As I will prove to mine ; 

*Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good will; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill, 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair; 
To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow'd my future care, 
And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
| Or I thoſe charms forego ; e 
The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


Ser by Mr, Bach. 


IN this ſhady bleſt retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my dear ; 
Hark! I hear his welcome feet 
Tell the lovely charmer near, 


*Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 

| True to love's appointed hour ; 

Joy and peace now ſmile again, 

Love, I own thy mighty power. 

Sung 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon, in The Little Gipſeys. 
ES, I will give my heart away, 
Jo her who'll not forſake it; 

Softly maidens, ſoftly pray, 
You muſt not ſnatch, 

Nor fight, nor ſcratch, 

But gently, gently take it. 

Ever, conſtant, warm, and true, 
The toy is worth the keeping ; 

*Tis not ſpoil'd with faſhions new; 
But full of love, | 

It will not rove, 
The corn is worth the reaping. 


All have ſuch bewitching ways, 
Too give to one, would wrong ye; 
In turns to each my fancy ſtrays; 
So let each fair 
Take equal ſhare, 
I throw my heart among ye. 
Sung by Mr, Davies, in The Waterman; 
I Juſt as eagerly as thee, 
Thought when I got a wife, 
My joy of courſe fo great would be, 
It needs muſt laſt for life: 
When ſhe agreed to tie the knot, 
I thought of nothing elſe ; 
Then all was glee, 
"Twixt her and me, 
Nor did I grudge the king his lot, 
When ding dong went the bells, 
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But, ah! our joys were fleeting ſoon, 
Words that did ſweetly fall, 
E're we had paſs'd the honey moon, 
To wormwood turn'd and gall: 
Whate'er of furies they invent, 
Broke out of flaming cells, 
You now may ſee, 
In her and me; | 
We fight, we ſcold, and both repent, 
That ding dong went the bells. 


A favourite Song ſung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vaur- 


hall Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


IMPLE Strephon, ceafe complaining, 
Talk no more of toolith love; 
Think not e'er my heart to reign in, 
Think not all you fay can move. 


Did I take delight to fetter 


Thrice ten thouſand flaves a day; 
Tluice ten thouſand times your betcers 
_ Gtadly would my rule obey. _ 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


Seck not her who fill forbids you, 
To ſome other tell your moan ; 


Chuſe where'er your fancy leads you, 


Let Chlorinda but alone. 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


Surg 


an 
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op. by Mrs. . righten, in the Deſerter. 


OME how my ſpindle I miflaid, 
And loſt it underneath the graſs ; ; 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
And ſaid what ſeek you pretty laſs ? 
A little love, but urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. 


'Twas paſſing nigh yon ſpreading oak, 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now: 
His knite then kindly Damon took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough. 
A little love, &c. &c. 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld ; 
He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For, ah! my heart did W yield. 
A little love, &c. &c, 


D I A N A Sung Ly Mi/s Poitier, at Covent- 


rarcen Theatre, 


Irn horns and with hounds I waken 
the day, 
And hie to my woodland walks away? 
I tuck up my robe, and am baſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to forehead a waxing moon: 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkenne! the tox, 
And chaſe the wild goats oe'r ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we peirce chrough 
the ſky, | 
And ccho turus hunter, and doubles the cry. 
CON- 


1 


CONTENT: 4 Pasrozar BALLAb. 
5 Sung by Mr. Hudſon, 
6 moorlands and mountains, rude, bar. 


ren, and bare, | 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me oer lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres her cottage had 
_ crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, | 


Q 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door, | 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilit thrown from my guard, by ſome glance 
ſhe caſt, | | 
Love flily ſtole into my breaſt. 
I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
Ce virgins, her voice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Vet take me, fond Shepherd, I'm thine, 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms, 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 
| Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into ſleep, 
Her image till ſoftens my dream. = 
| | | Toge- ] 
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Together we range o'er the ſlow-riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp, or Proud titles, ſne ne'er did aſpire, 
The dainſel's of humble deſcent ; 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And Shepherds have nam'd her Content, 


Ron, by Mr. Banniſter, in = Deſerter. 


N E conduct's for 
Both love and war, 
The point's to gain poſſoſlion; - 
For this we watch 
The cneiny's coaſt, 
„Till we ſleeping catch 
"Them on their poſt : 
Then good b'ye form, 
The tort we ſtorm, 
Make towns or hearts, 
Surrender at diſcretion, 
In love the only battery, 
Which with ſuccels we play 
To conquer hearts, is flattery : 
No fortreſs can its power withſtand, 
Neither cannons, mortars, ſword 1 in hand, 
Can make ſuch way. 


As 'tis in love, ſo 'tis in war, 
We make believe, 
Miflead, deceive; 
, Pray, what ſerve drums and cnet for ? 
T 2 Can- 
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Canncns, and all our force of arms? 
But with their thund'ring alarms, 
To tell, not cover our deſigns ; 
Can theſe to trenches, breaches, mines, 
Blockades, or ambuſcades, ee ö 
No, all agree 
That policy, 
Is the true art militaire. 


8 0 N G 


E mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 

Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat- 
fon's for news; 

To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 

And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: 

But ſuch idle amuſements I'll carefully ſhun, 

And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phœbus has finiſhed his ſummer's career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care; 
When Roger and Nell have enzoy'd harveſt- 
home, froam; 
And, their labours being o'er, are at leiſure to 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 
And J range o'er the fields with my dogs and 
my gun. | 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtands 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command; 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down 

my bird, 
Pre a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: PE 
0 
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No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, | 
Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I 
repair, 

And I bruſh thro! the thickets devoid of all fear; 
There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 
And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag often 
fill ; [ſhun, 

For death (where 1 find them) they ſeldom can 
My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under com- 
mand ; 

Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand: 

When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ſpring, -- -.: [woods ring; 

With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 

Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 

My concert's a ehorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 

And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay; 

Then I think of my friends, and to each fend a 
part ; 

For my friends to oblige 1s the pride of my heart: 

Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 

And my pleaſures. confine to my dogs and my 
gun. 


Surg by Mr. Banniſter, in the Deſerter. 


Y life's three parts diminiſh'd, 
And when the ſum is finiſh'd, | 
T3 The Fi 
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T e pariſh-bell may toll, 


Gra* mercy. on my ſoul! 
Ding dong! 
Swing ſwong! 
Methinks my old companions ſay, 
That though his hairs are now grown grey, 
Old RusstT once, upon a day, 
When all was mirth and jollity ; 
When ſports went round, and bells did ring, 
Could briſkly dance, and blythe could fing ; 
And then upon the green to ſee 
His ruſtic feats—'twas who but he! 
I'd give this bauble, life, away, 
Without a ſigh, could I but ſtay, 
To fee a little infant care; 
Like HENRY brave, Lovisa fair; 
Could I ſee this, I'd yield content, 
A lite, I hope, not badly ſpent, 


 THROW- THB WOOD LADDIE, 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. - 
\ Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 
8 mourn? on is 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return, 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, [ clear, 


And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood Laddic, ye dinna appear. 
That 
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| That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
1 I'm faſh'd w' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 

| Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander myſell; 


| Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer amay, 
ö But quick as an arrow, | 

| Haſte here to thy Marrow, | 

| Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, 

| When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 
| fing, and play. | 


CYMON and IPHIGENIA. 4 Cantata. 
| 1 Sung by Mr. Beard. 


| RECITATIVE, | 
EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'r- 
: N | | ing ſhade | 

| deem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither rerir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar d—her lovely form ſurvey'd : 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, - 
beauty and Nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


Alx. 


5 
"A 1- Re 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glafly botom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav*n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


ReciTATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts — poor Cymon WY 


ſtands ; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies; 
Oh, Cymon | it 'tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain : 
Purtue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong : 


AIX. 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, Ns 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, enchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 


REc1TAaTIVE, 1 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe: 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
ARE thinks he might im e his aukward + 
105 
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Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful fd, 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſueceed. 


A It R. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate the human ſoul: 

Depriv'd of that our wretched ſlate 
Had made our lives of roo long date ; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, 


Sung by Mr. Parſons, in the Deſerter. 


3 and wine compare ſo well, 
They run in a perfect p3 rallel ; 
For women bewitch us when they will ; 
And fo does wine; 
| They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
The ſoldier, lawyer, and divine : 
They put ſtrange whims in the graveſt Kull, 
And ſend their wits to gather wool; 
Then ſince the world thus runs away; 
And women and wine, 
Are alike divine; 
lers love all night, and drink all day. 
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Sung by Mrs. Scott, in the Conſcious Lovers. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 
It bitter, O tell me whence comes my con- 
tent! 
Since I ſutfer with pleaſure, Why ſhould I com. 
plain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know *tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my 
heart. 


I graſp her hand cently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known : 
But,oh ! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 
flame, [ name | 
And our eyes tell each other what neither date 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the 
charms! | arms! 

How dehighttul embraces! how peaceful her 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
»Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mu. 
vield, field. 
For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair 


The UNION of LOVE and WINE, 
ITH Women and Wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of ar; 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my foul ; 


Let 


1 

Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

L care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let 'em have their own humour, and 1 will have 

mine. 

Wine, prudently us'd, wil our ſenſes | improve, 
'Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch 
from the vine. 


Then come, my dear 1 thou aymph half 

divine, Wine; 
Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me with 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our Loves ſhall eternally burn, 


But ſnould'ſt thou my paſſion for Wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon, in be Deſer ter. 


LL fly theſe groves, this hated ſhade; 
[ Each ſound I hear, each thing I ſee, 
eminds me, thou perfidious maid! 

Of vows ſo often made by thee. 


Bluſh! bluſh, Louiſa! and look there; 
Where's now thy truth ? oh, tell me Where? 
Thy conſtancy's no more; 

And like a wrerch, by tempeſt toſt, 
My peace is gone, nay, hope is loſt, 

I fink 1n ſight of ſnore! 


Sui 
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Sung in Eliza, Set by Dr. Arne. 


fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair — were * happy and 
ay. 
That each Aab they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro? the day: 
But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear! 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ftrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road ? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, | 
And ſhall commerce grow lick of the tide ? 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue link n by her ſide? 


= be ACCIDENT, Sung at Sadler s-Wells. 
S rother day milking I fat in the vale, 
Young Damon came up to addreſs his ſoft 


tale, 


So ſudden, 1 ſtarted, an'd 2 bim a frow n, 


For he frighted my cow, 4 nd n milk was kick d 
| down, {0 . 
Lords. 1 for s I, what a-deuce can 1 you 
To gome th | kt of, unſeen ! 
f Us upog me, unthoug a a0 
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But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance: 


„ 
I neer will approve of the love you pretend ; 
For, as miſchief began perhaps miſchief may end, 


1 little thought now he'd is paſſion advance, 


He begg'd a kind kiſs, which I gave him I vow, 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade ! 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid : 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at. 


But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that, 
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I flutter all over when'er he comes nigh, 
For, if he {ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely comply; 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells 


Though he flings down my milk, or does any 
thing elle. 


Sung 5 Mifs Catley, in the Two Miſers. 


IJ thy preſence, vengeful paſſion, 
Envy, hate, and indignation, 
From this tranquil boſom fly. 
Wealth, by gold, let miſcreants meaſure, 
Be but Lively s heart my treaſure, 
Gripe will be leſs rich than I, 


Grit in the Chelſea Penſioner. 


WEETLY, ſweetly, let's enjoy | 
The ſmiling moments made tor love; 


And while we claſp the dimpled boy, 
The glaſs to you, to you thall move. 


And : 
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And drinking, laughing, jeſting neatly, 
| The time ſhall paſs on ſweetly—ſweetly, 
Love's arrows, dipp'd in roſy wine, 
To the charm'd heart like light'ning paſs ; 
And Mars feels tranſport more divine, 


When ſmiling Venus fills his glaſs. 


HAROLD anp EMMA, 


Sung by Miſs Linley, at the King's Theatre in the 
Haymarket. 


 RECITATIVE. 


TN yonder grove, where cypreſs ſpreads its 
gloom, 
In thoſe dark ſhades no happy lovers ftray ; - 

See, where 1n tears the wretched Emma moans 
Her Harold's abſence, and his too hard fate; 
Doom'd from her arms in diſtant climes to roam, 
And tempt the fatal ſhaft in war's alarms, 
While with ſuſpenſe and doubtful fears oppreſs'd, 
Say Emma wakes the grove with ſad complaint, 
| And likeſt Philomel the woods among, 

She thus, 1n ſweeteſt accents, tunes her fong, 


AIR. 


If thy too cruel bow be bent, 
Stern fate ! to wound my Harold's heart, 
O! change for once thy dire intent, 
Or in my boſom plunge the dart; 
The happy means fo may I prove, 
10 ſave my lord, wy life, and love. 
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Rrcirarive. 


Thus ſunk in deep diſtreſs, the be: w'eous Emmæ 


mourn'd; | 
When ſounds of triumph ſtruck her liſt'ning ear; 
Nearer they drew, and ſung of Harold's fame. 
As when the ſun obſcur'd by envious clouds, 
Breaks thro? the glooms and brightens all around, 


So chang'd the ſcene where lovely Emma griev'd, 


When crown'd with honour the brave youth 
ſhe ſound. | 8 
And when hereafter to his grove ſhe ſtray'd, 
And heard the turtles from the cypreſs bough, 
For none but happy lovers, ſure, ſhe ſaid, 
This ſweet ages” ſcene was ever made, 
K Its | | 
Tune, Philomel, a happy ſtrain, 
And charm the liſt'ning grove : 
My Harold ſafe from war's alarms, 
Keturn to bleſs his love. 1 
Take thy ſad breaſt from off the thorn, 
Nor mourn the woods, among; 
But from the roſe and woodbind ſhade, 
Pour forth th? enraptur'd ſong: 
Ye flow'ring ſhrubs, your odours ſpread, 
Wanton on Zephyr's wing, EIS 
And ev'ry ſweet, and ev'ry charm, 
To happy Emma bring. 


Sang by Mr. Lowe. 
[Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll en- 
| twine, = = 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine ; 
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In ſearch of a Venus no longer T'll run, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun, 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 

"Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſe, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs * 


"Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
The Miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


Atthe ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up herhead, 
And Poverty liſtens, well-pleas'd, from her ſhed; 
While, Age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 
Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her 
ſony. | 


Then bring me a goblet from bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
In fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 
'Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 
Sung by Mis Catley, in the Two Miſers. 
IKE the tuneful linnet gay, | 
Long I ſported in the May, 
And echo heard my cheartul call; 
I juft cou'd rattle; 4 

Chirp and prattle ; | 
J juſt cou'd ſing, and that was all: 
But now I perch, and plume, and pride, 
And more than tattle, 
Chirp and prattle, . 
I now can fing, and love beſide, 


Song 
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Song by Wm. Whitehead, E/g; Poet Laura as. 


ES, I'm in love, I feel it gow, 
And Celia has undone me; 


And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 


The pleaſing playue ſtole on me : 
'Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; 
'Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, 
'Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm ; 
'Tis both, perhaps, or neither ; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
Of Celia all together. 


Sung by Mr. Reinhold and M/ Wren, n The 
Preſs-Gang, 


NANCY». 
ND can'ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore ? 
It comes into my Fancy, 
I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. 
OO. Txve-Bivs. 
Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spain, 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 
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N aNCY. 
Amidſt the foaming billows, 
When thund'ring cannons roar, 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 
Aud wiſh yourſelt on ſhore. 
Trve-BLve, 
I fear not land or water; 
I tear not ſword or fire, 


For ſweet revenge, and ſlaughter, 
Are all that I deſire. 


NaN cv. 
May guardian gods protect thee, 
From water, fire, or ſteel, 
And make no fears affect thee. 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


| | TrxuE-BLUuE. 
J leave to heaven's protection, 


My lite, my only dear ; 


Lou have my ſoul's affection, 


So {till conclude me here. 


Sung by Miſs Brown, in the Chelſea Penſioners 


HEN thou ſhalt ſee his boſom ſwelling, 
When ſoft compaſſion's tear ſhall ſtart 
As my poor father's woes thou'rt telling, 
Come back, and claim my hand and heart. 


The cauſe bleſt eloquence will lend thee ; 
Nay, haſte, and eaſe my ſoul's diſtreſs; 
To judge thy worth, I'll here attend thee, 
And rate thy love by thy ſucceſs. 


Surg 
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Sung by Mrs. Jewell, in the Waterman. 
T yielding a cartiage, 


Has oft before marriage, 
To ruin and miſery pointed the way; 
You're ſhunn'd, it complying, 
But your lover once flying, 
How eager he'll follow, and beg you to ſtay. 


A coquet ne'er proclaim me, 
Ye maids, then, nor blame me, 
If I wiſh to be happy, whene'er I'm a wife; 
Each lover's denial, 

Was only a trial, 
Which is he that's moſt likely 1 to love me for 
life, 


Sung by Mr. Champneſs, in The Cunning Man, 


OME think, in the ſtars we are able, 
Paſt, preſent, and future to read : 
dome think, from white wand, or gown ſable, 
The whole art and myſtery proceed. 
But they know not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man, 


When fortune will rude be or civil, 
Some think we by magic are told; : 
And ſome that we deal with the devil, 
To whom we've our carcaſes ſold ; 
But that's not the plan 
Of a true Cunning-Man. 


But 
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But when folks have been at our dwelling, 
And to us have their fecrets betray'd, 

We tor hearing their tale—and then telling, 
Are ſure to be very well paid, | 
And this is the plan 

Of a true Cunning-Man. 


Sung by Miſt Jameſon, a: Vauxhall. 


Do as I will with my ſwain; 

lle never once thinks Jam wrong: 
e likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo well with my ſong. 
A Song 15 the ſhepherd's delight ; 

He 0 me with joy all the day; 

He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 
That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With \ pleen and with care once oppreſs'd, 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 
And the ſhepherd would inſtaatly ſmile, 
Since when, or in mead, or in grove, 
By his flocks, or the clear river fide, 
I fing my beſt ſongs to my love, 


No beauty had I to endear, 

No treaſure of nature, or art; 

But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out tlie way to his heart; 

To try it that voice would not pleaſe, 

He took me to join the gay throng ; 

] won the rich prize with much eaſe, 


And to charm him i 1s grown all my pride. 


And my fame's ase abroad with my ſeng. 


But 


1 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me 1s his praiſe, 

I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the Two Miſers. 


ASTE, let us fly from a land of oppreſſion, 
Where beauty is led like a pig in a ſtring; 

A heart that's divided, to ſhare in ſucceſſion, 

My mind (too exalted) I never can bring, 
A bird in hand's an old expreſſion, 

That two in the buſh is not one in poſſeſſion ; 
We'll bring the proud infidels to a confeffion, 

That women have ſouls as well as the men. - 


Quick then, away to an iſland of pleaſure, 
Where each happy female may do as they pleaſe, 
Where liberty'sreckon'd the choiceſtof treaſure ; 
Then fly, and the kind opportunity ſeize. 
The bird in hand's an old expreſſion, 
That two in the buſh is not one in poſſeſſion ; 
We'll bring the proud infidels to a confeſſion, 
That women have ſouls as well as the men. 


Sung '2 Mr. Mattocks, in the Chelſea Penſioner. 


. AS not her eyes, though orient mines 
Can boaſt no gem ſo bright that glows ; 

Her lips, where the deep ruby ſhines, 

| Her cheeks that ſhame the bluſhing roſe, 

ut Nor, 
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Nor yet her form, Minerva's mien, 
Her boſom white as Venus dove, 
That made her my affection's queen, 
But 'twas alone her filial love. 
The ruby lip, the brilliant eye, 
The roſy cheek, the graceful form, 
In turn for commendation vie, 
And juſtly the fir'd lover charm. 


But tranſient theſe—the charm for life, 

Which reaſon ne'er ſhall diſapprove 
While, truly, ſhall enſure a wite, 

Faithful and kind, is filial love, 


| Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Waterman. 


T NDEED, Miſs, ſuch ſweet-hearts as I am, 
I fancy you'll meet with but few; 
To love you more true I defy them, 

I always am thinking of you. | | 
There are maidens would have me in plenty, 
Nell, Cicily, Priſcilla, and Sue, 

But inſtead of all theſe were there twenty, 

I never ſhould think of but you. 


Falſe hearts all your money may ſquander, 
And only have pleaſure in view; 

Ne'er from you a moment I'll wander, 
Unleſs to get money for you, 

The tide, when 'tis ebbing or flowing, 
Is not to the moon half ſo true; 

Nor my oars to their time when I'm rowing, 
As my heart, wy fond heart, 1s to you. 


Sung 
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Ct Sung in Tat JuzrEs, | 
fob foft flowing Avon, by thy ſilver 
1 W— 5 

Of things more than mortal, thy Shakeſpeare 
: would dream & 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green 
9 de, | 5 
For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head. 


The love ſtricken maiden, the fighing young 

Swain, 

Here rove without danger, and ſigh without pain; 
The ſweet bud of beauty, no blight here ſhall 

| dread, 

For hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his heid, 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and their 
Here ſmiling old age feels the ſpirit of youth; 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, . 
or hallow'd the turf is, which pillow'd his head, 


low on ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow ; 

e the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſadw ;_ 

ver full be thy ſtream, like his fame may ux 
ſpread, 5 85 3 

nd the turf ever hallow'd, that pillow'd his head. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 
HE morning young Jockey would make me 
—A RO „ 
 tole to my chamber, and ſat by my ſide ; 
1 | When 
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When he open'd 4 curtains, ſuch joy *twas tome, 
Tbat my heart play'datune, that went pitty patty, 
But feigning to ſleep (Oh, how great was my 


biiſs !) 
80 cently, ſo kindly, he gave me a kiſs ! 
Then my head to his boſom he preſs'd with ſuch 
_ glee. 
That my heart play'd a tune, that went pitty 
patty. 


Grown bold with ſucceſs, he ventur'd to take 
A tecond ſalute Then 'twas time to awake: 
Ariſe love, he ſaid, to the kirk let us flee, 

As our hearts play a tune that goes pitty patty, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Waterman. 


Row'd for the prize, 
To receive from thoſe eyes 
A kind look, from thoſe lips a ſweet ſmile ; 
But leſt I ſhould loſe, 
And you for that fault, your poor Tom ſhould 
retule, 
My heart it went pit-a-pat all the while. 
When we came to the pull, 
How I handled my ſcull, 
"Fwould have done your heart good to have 
ſeen us: 


There was never a boat's length between us. 


But the Swan once in view, 
My boat how it flew; 
And I verily b'lieve twas all thinking of you. 


Sun 
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Sung by Mrs, Leoni, in Caypfo. 


OME, lovely, but reluctant fair, 
To Proteus watery realm repair; 
Swift in thy amber chariot ſweep 
The ſurface of the ſmiling deep. 


Come, and while ſea nymph ſport around. 
(Their locks with pearl and coral bound) 
In chryſtal palaces we'll dwell, 

Where ſcaly Tritons wake the ſhell. 


Sometimes in moſſy caverns fleep 
At the bottom of the glaſſy deep; | 
There we'll live and there we'll love, 
And feait on joys unknown above. 


A HUNTING SONG. 


E ſportſmen come forth, quit your ſlumber 
and floth 
And join in the muſical chaſe 
Let the fops of the town our diverfions ory down, 
Let the tops, &c. 
Their ſports muſt give way to the chaſe: 


id 


Come, come at my call, mount ſwift- legs and 
ball, 
O'er the hills we will gallantly bound ; 
Through the valley or mead, we will ſtretch the 
ſtanch ſteed, 
Through the valley, &. | 
Whilſt echo redoubles the ſound. 
X See 


ave 


Us 


Sun! 
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See puſs is in view, mark Scentwell and Sue, 
Puſh forward as fleet as the wind, 
Huzza my brave boys what ean equal our joys ? 
Huzza my brave, &c. 

All fears and all cares caſt behind. 


Up over the hill we will follow her till, 
Til her ſtrength and her courage is gone, 
See the doubles, "the tries, but alas ſee the dies ; 

See ſhe doubles, & . 
Loud, loud founds the horn tan tara, 


Come, come, come away, crown the ſports of 


the day, 
With a bottle and bumper at night; 
Here's to each ruddy face that's fond of the chaſe, 
Here's to each, &c, | 


We will riſe again ſoon as 'tis light. 


A I 1 By Mr. Leoni an? N. Brown, in Poor 
Vulcan. 


He. HEN the ſerjeant encouraged by wine, 
To your lips once pre ſum'd to advance, 
Oh, how did I ſicken and pine; 


That yu deign'd to beſtow him a glance 


And again when, the Squire from the chaſe 
Returning, beitow'd you the ſpoil ; 
From my mem'ry 1 caunot eraſe, 
That the prize you repaid with a ſmile. 
She. Ah my Joey, one day in my place, 
The truth on't yeu cannot gainſay; 
When I ſent my ſervant pretty Grace 
You kiſs'd her all on the new hays 


Nas 
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| Nay for ſelfiſh deſigns, dared to own 

Lou pretended a paſſion for me; 

But attraction and charms I had none, 
Fe or Grace was your favourite ſhe. 


A HUNTING SONG. 
RECITATIVE. 
ARK! the hora calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 


Tron the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opens the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the pard and the boar ; - 
'Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 


Hence the noble deſcent 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field, 
4 3 
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With the chaſe in full fight, 
Gods! how great the delight! 
How our moral ſenſations refine ! 
Where is care, where is fear ? 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys. 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
Aud renew the chaſe over the bowl. 


TELEMACS. Sung by Mr. Kennedy in Calypſo. 


TY Hat do I ſee before my eyes 
What mangled ſpectres glide ? 
Again J hear the tempeſt riſe, 
I meet the daſhing tide, 


I ſee my ſad companions” tears, 
And hear their laſt adieu; 

Mentor alone ſerene appears, 
And brings a god in view, 


The Wind blows right upon the land, 
The ſailors toil in vain, 

The helm no more obeys command, 

She drives ſhe drives amain. 


Protect us, Heav'n! the ſhip runs round, 
Loud pealing thunders roar; 
She ſtrikes, ſhe ſplits; Ah, dreadful ſound ! 


She ſinks to riſe no more. 


The 


W 
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t 1 
The L A R K. 
HE lark proclaim'd return of morn 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn, 
Young Colin follow'd with his flail, 
She went to fill her milking pail ; 


He lov'd, and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now, 
She anfwer'd fhe mutt milk her cow. 


He ſighing vow'd he lov'd her more 
Than ever youth did nymph before. 
With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 
And preſfs'd the fair one in his arms; 

She bad him keep his diſtance npw, 

Nor hinder her to milk ber cow. 
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Pair maid, he cry'd, could you approve 
An art leſs ſhepherd's heneſt love, 

Yon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 
All, with their maſter's heart, 1s thine”; : 
Then begg*d ſhe would his flame allow, 
She anſwer'd, ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


Not fo repuls'd, the comely youth, 
With kiſſes, prayers, and yows of tryth, 
So pleas'd the nymph, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 
And to the church that inſtant went; 

His flame ſhe did not diſallow, 

But quite forgot to milk her cow. 


Sun by M. Brown, in Calypſo. 
ARK, the merry horns reſounding, 
Summon to the dewy plain, 
While from rock to rock reboundiny, 
Echo doubles every ſtrain. 


X 3 Come, 
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| Source of gen'rous paſſion, | 
But will ne'er bow down before, 


1 254] 
Come, and while freſh breezes greet us, 
Freely o'er-my iſland rove, 
Health on every hill ſhall meet us, 
Love await in every grove. 


Come, and this ſoft languor ſcorning, 
Nerve thy heart for new delight, 

So will roſes of the morning 
Flouriſh on the cheek of night, 


FISALE 70 the Opera of Lionel and Clariffa, 
Sg now all ye ſocial powers , 


Shed your influence o'er us, 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us; | 
Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us, 
Prink and dance and laugh and fing 
And caſt dull care behind us. | 
Friendfhip with thy pow'r divine, 
Brighten all our features, 
What but triendſhip love and wine, 


Can make us happy creatures. 
Bring the flaſk, Sc. 


Love thy godhead I adore, 


Thoſe idols wealth or faſhion. 
Bring the flaſk, &c, 
| Why 


3 
Why the plague ſhould we be ſad, 
Whilſt on earth we moulder, 
Whether we're merry, grave or glad, 
\Weev'ry day grow older, 
Bring the flaſk, c. 


Then ſince Time will ſteal away, 
Spite of all our ſorrow, 
Heighten ev'ry joy to day, 
And never mind to-morrow. 
Bring the flaſk, Cc. 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall, 


: W HERE new-mown hay on banks of Tay 


| The fiveets of ſpring diſcloſes, 
As I one morning ſinging lay 
E Upon a bank of roles, 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead 
By geud luck chanc'd to ſpy me, 
He took his bonnet off his head 
And ſoftly fat down by me. 


My bonny bonny Jamie O, 
My bonny bonny Jamie O, 


know _ 
How dearly I love Jamie O. 


be ſwain, tho? right J mickle prize, 

Yet now I wad na den him ; | 
Bur with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 
And firave away to ſend him. 


I] care not though the world ſhouid 
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But fondly he till nearer preſs'd, 


And at my feet down lying; 
His beating heart it thump'd fae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


My bonny bonny Jammie O, Cc. 
But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feigning; 
I after roughly ſhot him by, 
With word tow of diſdaining- 


He ſeiz'd my hand and nearer drew, 


And gently chid my pride; 
So {weetly did the ſhepherd woo, 
I vow'd to be his bride. 


My bonny bonny Jamie O, & c. 


Sung 4 Sadler's Wells. 


1 chaſe o'er the plain the fox or the hare, 

Such pleaſure no ſport can e'er bring; 

It baniſnes ſorrow and drives away care, | 
And makes us more bleſt than a king ; 

Whenever we hear the ſound of the horn 
Our hearts are tranſported with joy ; - 

We riſe and embrace with the earlieſt dawn, 

A-paſtime that never can cloy. 


O'er furrows and hills our game we purſue, 
No danger our breaſt can invade ; 


The hounds in full cry our joys will rene 


An increaſe of pleaſures diſplay'd: 
2 | | The 


1 7 1 
The freedom our conſcience never alarms, 
We hve free from envy and ſtrife; 
If bleſt with a ſpouſe, return to her arms, 
Sport, ſweetneſs, and conjugal life. 
The courtier who toils o'er matters of ſtate, 
Can ne'er ſuch a happineſs know; 
The grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great, 
Can ne'er ſuch a bleſſing beſtow: 
Our days paſs away in ſcenes of delight, 
Our pleaſures ne'er taken amiſs : 
We hunt all the day and revel all night; 
What joy can be greater than this? 
Sung by My. Kennedy, in Love Finds the Way, 
IOWſſweetly fits the fimpleſt phraſe, 
H Unfeigned pailion to diſcover! 
Too weak, alas! my fondeſt lays, 
To fhew how well, how true I love her; 
As ſoon could I the glittering ſtars, 
That midnight's ſable boſom cover, 
In order number, as declare, i 8 
How well, how true, how dear I love her, 
Profeffions trick'd in language hig 
Ĩ be force of eloquence diſcover ; 
But nature's accents beſt imply, 
The meaning ot a faithful lover, 
As ſoon could I, &. 
Fierce views, too often ſprung from art, 
Unfair deſigns may ſerve to cover; 
But deeds of kindnefs ſpeak the heart; 
And they ſhall ſne how much I love her. 
As ſoon could I, &c, 


Sung 
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Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, at Vauxhall. 


| Hens T I might not be * with the non 
ſenſe of men, 


I promis'd my mother again and again 

To ſay what ſhe bids me wherever I go, 

And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell 'e 
No. 


I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore : 
They' want to be with me, I warrant no more: 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them fo : 
Were the ſame thing todo, I again ſhould fay No, 


For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; 
Such queſtions he puts fince I anfwer him ſo, 


That he makes me mean Yes, tho my words are 
ſtill No. 


He aſk'd did J hate him, or think him too plain? 


(Let me die, if he is not a elever young ſwain) 


It he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would go? 


Then he preſs d my young lips, while 1 bluſh'd, 


and ſaid No. 


He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone? 

If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on ? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him fo ? 

I falter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid: 

If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good humour, I antwer'd, No, No. 


Sung 
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Sung by Mrs. Farrel, in Calypſo. 


ITH bended knee and bleeding heart, 
Great gods, I aſk your ſaving aid; 

Daughter of Jove, thy grace impart, 

Minerva, wile and martial maid ! 


If I like my unhappy lire, 

Muſt languith in this fatal place; ; 
Ah, ſtrike me quick with Jove's own fire, 
And give me death, but not diſgrace! 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at V auxhall, 


8 Jockey and Jenny fat in the cool ſhade, 
Young Jockey was happy, and happy the 
maid; 
She bluſh'd, and ſhe ery'd, Dear Jockey with 
thee 
My life, tho' in bondage, would ſeem to be free.“ 


Then Jockey to Jenny, his paſſion to prove, 
Un hand gently kiſs'd, his eyes darting love, 
Cry'd out in a tranf por.—“ Was ever a pair 

© So happy as Jockey and Jenny the fair!“ 


Content with each other in humble retreat, 
They count not new beauties, nor envy the great; 


He':l not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit 


her ſwain, 
For pleaſure that's falſe, or Hehe to gain. 


He breathes the ſoft pipe, and her voice tunes the 


ſong, 


2 


Or they hand in hand W alk the green rallies along ; 
Content 
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Content with true pleaſure, their footſteps attends, 
For Jockey and Jenny are lovers and friends. 


While rovers leave Sylvia for Cloe's bright eyes. 
Then Amynta purſue, and fair Cloe deſpiſe; 
The pure flame of love in their breaſts will ne'er 
burn | | | | 
And the aymphs learn from them to be falſe in 
their turn: PE Wh 


While Jockey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd 

OS. „ 

Are ſtrangers to care, and bleſs fate for theic lot. 

Ye gay ones and great, would you true pleaſure 
ſhare . 

Be conſtant like Jockey and Jenny the fair. 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in Love Finds the Way. 


UPID, befriends us, 
| His ſanction he lends us, 
Rebuking our idle delay; 
He points to the glade, | 
Whete his honours are paid, 


© 


j And he cries, come away, come away! | 


The mome-..:s are flying, 
i And fleet is the ſe:.;on of love; 

| The God will repent 

- Of the grace: he has lent, 


| 

| 

| 

| 
| Away with enying, 

| If the favours we will not improve. 
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On thoſe who obey. 
And are fond of his ſway, 
Profuſely his bleſſings he ſhowerss : 
Then ſeize we the time, 
That if loſt by our crime, 
Ah! never again may be ours. 


— mag 22 


dung by Mif Brown, in 1 F inds the Way. 


T ruddy eve, and roſy dawn, 
I rov'd the fields at leiſure, 
} danc'd at freedom on the lawn, 
And took my fill of pleafure; 
I rambled through the buſhy wood, 
Where rills were gently flowing ; 
Admir'd the roſe within the bud, 
And violets ſweetly blowing. 
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How ſweet to ſee, along the meads, 
The lads and laffes playing; 
When ſpring entic'd them trom their beds, 
And cali'd them forth a may ing! 
Some new vagary and delight, 
With ev'ry day returning; : 
And mirth and paſtime clos'd the 5 
And welcom'd ; in the morning, 


| Written by Nr. Garrick. 


\NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my pathon tell, 
A Hame which time can never quell, 


But burns tor ther, my Peggy: 
Y 
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You, greater dards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
For fay, what ſubject i 15 more fit, E. 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And wiccn in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He fi: cas wich gold the ruddy weſt, 
He not ſo beauteous as undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breaths upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not half the ſweets Aſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

{ ſtole a kiſs the other day, 
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And (truſt me) not but truth J ſay, | 
The tregrance of the blooming May | 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. 
Was ſhe array'd in ruftic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks 7d feed, f 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, ; 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: _ 
With 3 à cottage wauld delight ; = 
All's happy when ſhe's in my tight ; = 
But when ſhe's gone, *tis endleſs night, 
| All's dark without my Peggy. = 
While bees from flow'r to flow*r do rove, = 
And linnets warble through the grove, . 


Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 


So long Ball I love Peggy: Aud 
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And when death with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


. | 
The Broom of Cowden Knows, æ favourite Songs 


"HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves ; 

Around the ewe: and kambkins feed, 
And muſie fills the groves : 

But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, - 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 

For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a broom, 

Elſewhere there never grows. 
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There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art; 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
Fhe hills and dales all round, | 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader- ſide, 
Oh! how I bleſt the ſound. 


Yet more delightful 3 1s the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure ſo treſh, ſo bright a broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 

To Tiviot braces ſo green and gay, 
May with the broom compare; = 

Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 


Nor buth a bon Traquar. | 
% ĩð | More 
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More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve among the broom : 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the floods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


HE card invites, in crowds we fly, 

To join the jovial routful cry; 
What joy—trom cares and plagues all day, 
To hie to the midnight Hark- away | 


Nor want, nor pain, nor griefs, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huibands enter there; 

The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight Hark-away. 
Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
And drouſy watchmen idly knock; 


Till day-light peeps, we ſport and play, 


And roar to the jolly Hark-away. 
When tir'd with ſport, to bed we creep, 


And kill the tedious day with fleep, 


To-morrow's welcome call obey, 
And again to the midnight Hark-away. 


Sung by Mr. Wrighten, at Vauxhall, 
OME rouſe from your trances !” 


| The fly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; 
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Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 
While the fox from the brake "lifts his he 
Now creeping, 
Now peeping, 
The fox from the brake lifes b his hea 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goodneſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
For the chace all prepare, 
See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
Hark, hark to the huntſman's {weet hallo 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 

The hunters fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 

| And the hills, woods, and vallies reſound; 
With daſhing, 
And ſplaſhing, 

The hills, woods, and vallies reſound : 

Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 

Come follow, my worſhippers follow ; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you'r too late, | 

| Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! ! 


Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, at Vauxhall, 


S thro? the fields I chanc'd to ſtray 
To hear the linnet's ſong, 
1 meta Shepherd in my way, 
The blitheſt of the throng. 
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He ſtopt and gave my check a pat, 
And told a tender tale : 

Then ſtole a kiſs, but what of that ? 
"Twas Willy of the dale, 


He preſs'd my hand, and talk'd of love 
With extacy divine ; 

Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And, if I pleas'd, be mine. 

To meet him thus, (no creature near) 
Scon made my cheeks look pale ; 

But he declar'd I need not fear 
Young Willy of the dale, 


None {ure poſſeſs ſuch eharms as he, 
To win a maiden's mind; 


He's youthful, witty, gay and free, 


And what's ſtill more he” s kind: 


For now he meets me ev'ry night, 
At which the laſſes rail, 


And vows I am the ſole delight 


Of Willy of che dale. 


Sung gy Fauxhall. 


HAT®'s ſweeter than the new-blown roſe, 
Or breezes from the new-mown cloſe ? 
What's ſweeter than an April morn, 
Or May-day's filver fragrant thorn ? 
What than Arabia's ſpicey grove ? 


Oh ſweeter far the breath ot love, 


The 


( 247 J 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


AUGHING eupids bring me roſes, 

[ And my wreath ye graces twine; 
I'm this day diſpoſed for rapture, 
Having beauty, wit, and wine. 


Let the ſober ftoics wonder, 
And their apathy define; 

I'll not follow ſuch dull doctrine, 
While I've beauty, wit, and wine. 


Such old dotards well may cenſure, 
Call me thoughtleſs Abe ertine : : 

Sour's the grape when we can't reach it 5 
So is beauty, wit, and wine. 


Come ye briſk Arabian laſſes, 

For that heav'n you ſeek is mine; 
Upon beds of roſes lolling, 

Bleſs'd with beauty, wit, and wine. 
And when this gay life is over, 

Pour libatious on my fhrine, 
I've a paradiſe hereafter, 

Full of beauty, wit, and wine. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Waterman, 
ND did you not here of a jolly young wa- 


terman, 
Who at Black-Friars bridge <a for to ply ? 
And he feather'd his oars with ſuch kill and 
dexterity, 


Winning each heart, and delighting each eye: 
He 
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He look'd ſo neat, and row'd fo ſteadily, 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo readily, 


And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo charming 
an air, 


That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, 
What , of fine folks he oft row'd in his 


wherry ! 

"Twas clean'd out fo nice, and fo painted withal ; 

He was always firſt oars, when the fine city 
ladies | 

In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall; 

And oftentimes would they be giggling and leer. 
in 

But *rwas all one to Tom, their jibing and j jeering; 

For loving or liking he little did care, 


For. this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, 
And yet but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen, 
As he row'd along thinking of nothing at all, 

He was ply'd by a damſel, ſo lovely and charm- 
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ll That ſhe mild, and ſo Arnigbruny 2 in love he 

if did fall; 

And would this young damſel but baniſh his 
ſorrow, 


He'c wed her to might before to-morrow ; 
And how thou d this waterman ever 3 care? 
When he's married, and never in want of a tare, 
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Sung by Mit; Jameſon, a? Vauxhall. 
IE taireſt flow'rs the vale prefer, 
And ſhed ambrofial ſweetneſs there; 
W tile the tall pine and mountain oak, | 
Oit jell the 1 8 ruder. ſtroke. 8 
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So in the lowly moſs- grown ſeat, 
Dear peace and quiet dwell, 


The ſtorms that wreck the rich and great 
Fly o'er the ſhephers's cell, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


Y Jeany and J had toil'd 
The live-long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt ſpoil'd, 
At making of the hay. 
Her kerchy was of Holland clear, 
Tied to her bonny brow ; 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what 1s that to you ? 


Her Stockings were of kerſy green, 
And tight as ony filk; _ 
O, fic a leg was never ſeen! 
Her ſkin was white as milk. 
Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou! 
Ah! Jeany daintily can kiſs; 
But what is that to you? 


: The Roſe and lily baith combine 


To make my Jeany fair: 


There is nae beniſon like mine, 


I have amaiſt nae care. 


But when another ſwain, my fair, 


Sball ſay, you're fair to view: 


Let Jeany whiſper 1 in his ear, 


Pray what is that to you?“ 


— 


- . _ — -- = — — AS -—— = _ > 
——— — — 
IASC . 
5 — 


— 


== 


— 

£ - © — 

—— — heal - - 
WR 


————— CAREC — — 
— — — 


— — 
> 


— "% 3g; 2 5 
9 


CRIES 2 
— — — 
— 


— SER he ag 


—— — 
2 


Ab — - — . — x 

— — "Milo >, we. —. 

_ - — — a 
— + 34 


- — — 
— Tf 
ogy 3 
— © ber v 5 


1 250 J 
Sung by Miſs Catley, in Love in a Villages 
OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 
No head-ſtrong puſſion knows! 3 
Her days in joy the paſſes, 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe: 
\V here-e er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades hey, 
But pleaſure _ 
Without meaſure 
From ev'ry object flows. 
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Sung by Mis Catley, im Artaxerxes. 
ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſotter claim remove 


Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending. 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring. 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend . 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, | 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: | 7 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, | ? 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by _ e. Sang 
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dung in CYMON, 
Why ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew 
Sin! / 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture within! 


This love has fo rais'd me, I now fly in air! 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 


Each fhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdaing 
Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain : 

No more will I forrow, no longer deſpair, 

He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care, 


gung by Mr. King, in Cymon. 


I ſhe whiſpers the 1485 be he ever ſo wiſe, 
4 Tho' great and important his truſt is; 
His hand 1s 3 ady, a pair of black eyes 
Will kick up the balance of juſtice. 


If his paſſions are ſtrong, his judgment grows 
weak, 


For love through bis veins will be creeping ; 


And his worſhip when near to a round dimple 
cheek, 


Though he ought to be blind oil be peeping. 


Taz School er ANACREON; 
RECITATIVE.. 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 


Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent 
ſtand; 


My ſons, (began the ſage) be this the rule ; 
No brow auſtere muſt dale 2 100 my ichool, 
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A CANTATA. 
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Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within: 
Old care, begone! here ſadneſs 1s a ſin. 
| A R. 
Tell not me the joys that wait = 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great. 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe ; 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe ; 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirthy- 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone : 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
Give them to the tools I hate. 


But let Iove, let life be mine: 
Bring me women, bring me wine: 
Speed the dancing hours away; 

Mind not what the grave- ones ſay : 

Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 

So ſhall love; ſhall life be mine; 

Bring me women, bring me wine, 


Scotch Song, Ser by Mr. Hook. 
| Y Laddie is gang'd far away o'er the plain, 
1 While in forrow behind I am forc'd u 
remain; 35 
Tho' bluc-bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 
Tho' rom are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 
thorn ;_ ; | 
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No pleaſure they give me; in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe me now Jockeys 
away; 


Forlor 


| 
il 


1 
Forlorn J ſit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again, 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they 
Chat; 3 | 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
| can't without envy their merriment ſee : 
Their paſtimes offend me, my laddie's not thete, 
No pleafure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare; 
It makes me to ſigh, I can ſcarce tears refrain, 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 
But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will J deſpair ; 
lle promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
On tona expectation my wiſhes I'd feaſt, 
Tor love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte: 
> "Then farewel each care, adieu each vain ſigh, 
| Who'll then be ſo bleit, or ſo happy as I? 
I'll fing thro' the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to theſe arms back again. 
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Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Y Peggy is a young thing 
Juſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay: 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld; 
| Yet weel I like to meet her 
At the wawking of the fauld, 
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My Peggy ſpeaks ſo fweetly 
| Whene'cr we meet alane ; | 


2 I with 
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I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
] wiſh nae mair of a* that's rare: 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave l'm cauld; 

Bur ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſu nies ſue kindly 
Wheuc'er I w hilper love, 

That JI look doun on a? the town, 
That I] look down upon a crown: 
My Peggy in ies fac kindly 

It makes me blythe and bauld, 
And nnething gives me fic delight 
As wawking ot the tauld. 


My Peggy tings ſae ſaftly 

When on my pipe | play; 

By a' the feſt, ir is confe?, | 
By a? the reſt, that ſk= fings beſt : 
My Peggy ſings fac ſaftly, 

And in her fan 2s are tauld 
With innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 
At Waw bing of the iauld, 


4 2 Fu Song, Set by Mr. Brewer, 


URN Amarillis to thy ſwain, 
Thy Damon calls thee back again; 
E ere 1s a pretty arbour by, 
Vi here Apollo cannot ſpy. 
lere let's s lit, and wiilit J play, 


Sing to my pipe a founcelay's 


e 
aug by Mr. Moody, in the Devil to pay. 
4 OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleafure ; ; 
Let none at the cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure ; ; 
Fill up the mghty, ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 


May drink and ing, without contro! al, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our treature, 
That. under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleaſure : 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ling Jy praiſes, that we may, 
Live and die with pleaſure, 
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Suns by Mr, Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Colin having much to ſay 


In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th'em bow ring ſhade 3 
And after roving with his mate 
Where none cou'd hear or lee, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the greenwood tree. 


Tour charme, ſays Colin, warm my breaſt. 
What mult I for them give? | 
Nor night nor day can ] have reſt, 
I can't without you live; 


2 2 
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My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Cou'd you and I agree, 


Oh ! ſay, you ro my wiſh incline, 
Under the greenwood tree, 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, 
The wary laſs replies, 


A lad, who muſt not ſue in vain, 

Jo for my favour tries; 

He bids me name the ſacred day, 
In all things we agree 

Then why thou'd you and I now ſtay 
Under the greenwood tree 

All this bur terv'd to fire his mind, 

He knew not what to do; 

Till to his ſuit ſhe wou'd he kind, 
He wou'd not let her go; 

His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay'd, 
No longer coy was ſhe ; 

At church ſhe ſeal'd the vow ſhe made, 
Under the greenwood tree. 
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Sung by Miß, Jameſon, at Vauxhall 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


ITH the pride of the garden and field, 
We have deek'd our fond boſoms to day, 
And all that the ſummer can yield, 
Seems there to be blooming and gay : 
eis better to gather in time 
The flow'r, that elle waſtingly blows, 
L.ittle more than a day is the prime 
Of the lily, the pink, and the roſe, 
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Soft beauty's the May ſpringing flow'r, 

That has but a featon te boaſt; 

Let us make what we can its pow 'r, 
Which elle in a vear may be loſt: 

Let us ſcorn a ſhort triumph of joy, 
O'er ſhepherds becauſe of a face; 

Nor venture too long to be coy, 

| Leit winter diſcutour each grace. 


Should we ſlightingly laugh ar their pain, 
__ Grown proud of our charms ev ry day; 
When they fade we ſhall court them in vain, 


When they're wither'd they'll fling us wy ; 
Thoſe treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, 
Muſt wake ev'ry breaſt to deſire; 
We may have whom we will while fo fair, 
And ſhould yield to the love we inſpire. 


CUPID's RECRUITING SERIEANT. 
Sung at the Grotto-Gardens. 
Rketra rive. 


To raiſe recruits, with merry fife and drum; 
The queen of beauty here, by me, invites 

Each nymph and ſwain to taſfe of tweet delights ; 
Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 

Where captain Cupid bears the ſole command. 


n 
Ye nymphs and ye ſwains who are youthful and 
43 
Attend to the call, and be bleſt while you may; 
L 2 | Lads 


ROM Paphos iſle, ſo fam'd of old, 1 come, 1 
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Lads and lafſes hither come 
To the ſound of the drum, 
I have treaſure in ſtore which you never hare ſeen; 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the 1iland of love, 
Where Cupid 1s captain, and Venus is queen, 


Each nymph of ſixteen who would fain be a wife, 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her tor life; 
Then laſſes hither come 
To the found of the drum, 


I have ſwecthearts ju ſtore ſuch as never were ſeen; 


Haſte, haſte, let us rove 
To the ifland of lov 25 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a ny mph to his 
mind, 

Let him enter my liſt, and his wiſh he ſhall 1 
J can bleſs him for lite, 
With a kind loving wife, 

More beautiful far than was nymph ever ſeen : : 
Then haſte, let us rove 

To the iſland of love, 

Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


In Paphos, we know of no diſcord nor ſtrife, 


Each nymph and each ſwain may be happy for life . 


In tranſport and joy, 
We cach moment employ, 
And taſte ſuch delighits as were never yet ſeen; 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


Sang 
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L COLL Goes: 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


MART Dolh of the green, who lor 'd mirth 
as her life, 

By many a fwain was requeſted to wife; 

Her figure was Hiace tel and comely her £ face. 
Yet in her affections no man had ta*en place: 
The 'ſquire of the vill took it into his head, 
That he by great proffers could win her to bed; 
But all his tine artifice Volly thro' ſaw, 


And baulk'd the poor ſquire with a hearty ha ! 
ha! 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did i impart, 
Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart; 
With aukward addreſs he made a ſtrange fuſs, 
Turn'd his hat o'er his thumb and beg'd for a buſs. 
The lout fetch'd a figh, and cry d, *deed Doll 
3 *tis true, 
| Ife love the moſt woundely, i' faith, girl, Ido; 
But ſhe flap'd his fool's chops and bi a] him with- 
1 draw, : 


| So ſent hin away while ſhe loud lauge ha ha! 


The next was a fellow ſo ſmart and fo ſpruce, 
Who caper'd and ſung, mong the girls play's 'd 
| the deuce, 

And poor Dolly thought to ſerve as the reſt, 

But ſhe was too harp, and of him made a jeſt. 

| Quoth Doll, I'll ne'er wed till I meet with a man! 
| Much leſs let a top my affections trepan ; 

And taid, ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 

Bat hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out ha! ha! 
| With 
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Then your hands and your hearts may unite with. 


But what is all the world « can ſay, 
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Wich the ladies T know 'tis a primitive rule, 
uch better be plagu'd with a knave than a fool; 
And others again this opinion 1mpart, 
Lew eyes they will _ it they torture theit 
heart. | 
From thele I diſſent, but approve of the plan 


That Dolly laid down, till you meet wich your 
man 3 


out flay, 
And your con Jugal ſtate be one ſcene of ha! ha! 


Tue other Pitcher. 
1 ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 


I ſwear with rei ſon is my teacher; ; 
And if my minute; clas runs right, 
' We've time to drink another pitcher. 
' ?Tis not yet day, tis not yet day, 
Then why ſhould we iorſak»- god liquor; 5 
Until the ſun beams round us play, 
' Lev 5 jocund puſh about the pitcher, 


They uy that 1 muſt work all day, 
And lee p at night, to grow much richer ; 


Compar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitcher: 
Tis not yet day, 7 
Tho! one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
Ve et ſtringe vagaries may bewitch her ; 
U. nvex*d [ live a_chearful lice, ' 
And idiy call for t'other pitcher. 
EE 'Lis pt yet day, Oc. 


I death 


| „ are the banks when ſpring perfumes 


Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 
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i dearly love a hearty man, 

No ſneaking milkſop Jemmy Twitcher ; 
Who loves a las is, and loves a can, 

And boldly calls for t'orher pitcher. 
"T1s not yet day „Oe. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


The verdant plants aud laughing flowers, 
Fragrant the violet as it blovins, 
And ſweet the bloſſom ater ſhowers : 


That fans che golden orange-grove z 
But oh! hoe ſweeter far than thefe 


The kiſſes are of her I love. 


Ye roſes, bluſhing in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent che air; 
Ye lilies chaſte, with filver heads, 
As dear Clcora's boſom fair; 
No more I court your balmy 0% cets, 
For I, and alone, can prove 
How ſweeter, when each other meets, 
The kiſſes are of her I love, 

Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleating leſſon firti 1 caught, 
Her ſenſe, her friendihip, next confin'd 

The willlug pupil the had taught. 
Should fortune, ſtooping from the ſky, 
Conduct ine to her bright alcore : 
Yet like the turtle I ſhould dir 


5 


Denied the kiſs of her J love, 


Sung 
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Set ly Mr. Worgan, and ſung by Mi, Jameſon, 
at Vauxhall, 


l O pleaſe me the more, and to change the 


Pult ſcene, 


My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green, 


And to every fine fight would he tempt me to 
roam, 


For he fear'd leſt my heart thould grow weary of 
home. 


To yield to my ſhepherd ſo fond and fo kind, 
I lett my dear cot and true pleaſure behind ; 


When love and contentment were always at home p 


And oft as I went faw *rwas tolly to roam, i 
For falſe all the joy was that grew not at home, MW 
a I 
To flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no delight, = 
I figh'd for no twain with my own in my "Gy he; In 
Then how could I with all abroad thus to roam, 77 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there 
too long, 

I'm bleſt as I can be, and ſing my glad ſong ; 

I atk not again in the woodlands to roam, 

Nor chooſe to be free, nor to fly from my home, 


Ye nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, ſo frolick and 
SA; 
Wbo in roving now flutter your moments away 
Believe it my aim thall be never to roam, 


Bur to live my life through, and be m at 
home, 
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THE CAMP-MEDLEY. 


HE lark was up, the morning grey, 
The drum had beat a revelly, 

And jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 
In peaceful camp flept ſafe and found : 
Only one poor ſoldier, who, 

Nought but love could e'er ſubdue. 
Wander'd to a neighbouring grove, 
There to vent his plaints of love. 


For women are whimſical, changeable things, 

E Their ſwects, like the bec's s, are mingled with 
3 tings ; | 
They're not to be got without toil, care and colt, 
They re hard to be won and are eaſily Kam; 
In ſecking a fair-one, I found, to my ſmart, 
know not the way, but 1 loſt my own heart, 


Ah! hapleſs, hapleſs day, 
That e'er I ſaw fair biddy ; 
My heart ſhe ſtole away, 
My head ſhe turn'd quite kiddy, 
The world may laugh and ſtare, 
Tis truly ſtrange to ſec, 
A lover ſo lincere, 
A ſwain admir'd like me. 
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She's graceful, tall and flender, 
She's brighter than the ſun; ; 


at Her looks are ſoft and tender, 
5 But oh! her heart's of ſtone: 
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Nor tears, nor fighs can more her; 
My bleeding heart ſhe ſees. 

She knows too well I love her, 
In vain I firive to pleaſe. 


Too vainly once I thought 
To gain the lovely charmer, 
And ev'ry method ſought, 
In hopes to win and warin her ; 
But all my hopes are over ; 
What charms then can I try? 
But, like a hapleis lover, 
Pl fet me down and die. 
As on the ground he lay, 
Minerva came that way, 


In armor bright and gay, 
And thus to him did fay : 


Riſe, ſoldier, riſe, 


The drum has beat to arms, 


Hark to her loud alarms! 
Hang her beauty, 
Mind your duty, 

Think not of her charms, 


_ Rife, ſoldier, riſe, 

I'll take you by the hand, 
And I'll lead you through the land; 
I'll give you the command 
Of a well choſen band, 

Don't be ſtupid, 

Drive away Cupid, 
Follow Minerva's wiſe advice, 

| | Soldier, 


265 ] 
Soldier, go home, go home, 
Nor mind your miſtreſs's ſcorn | 
Slight, flight her again ; 
For Aighted vows ſhould light return. 


The ſoldier thus rous'd from bis Amorous 
ſloth, 
Haſted away to his duty; 
Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, 
He'd never more think of her beauty. 
| Batchelor Bluff, Batchelor Bluff; 
Heigh for a heart that is rugged and tough. 


He that is ſingle can never wear horns ; 
He that is lingle i is happy; 
He that is married lays upon thorns, 


And always is ragged and ſhabby. 
Batchelor Bluff, &c, 


L He that is ſingle, he fears not the rout, 
| Nothing to him can be ſweeter; 
He has no wife that cau wimper and pout, 
Or cry, can you leave me, dear creature, 
Batchelor Bluff, Batchelor Bluff; 
Heigh for a heart that is rugged and tough 
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Ye bells and flirts, ſo ſmart and fair, 1 
Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love? 1 
For you {hall find them all fincere, 1 
Would you but kind and conſtant prove: 1 
But if you flight their paſſion ſtill, 1 


And ty ranniſe o'er hearts ſo true, 


| 


Depend upon't they'll all rebel, | | 
Aud will not care one fig FA you, 1 
1 A a 


> 
"=o" 


Fi 
«1 14 
£1 
4 
th 


A - 
- 4 
1 
1 i} 
1 1 
714 
4 7 ! 
- bj. 
#/ | 


[ 266 ] 


Ah! hold your idle fooliſh tongue 
A little laughing Cupid ſaid, 

Have you never heard it ſung, 
That conſtancy will win a maid ? 

And what on earth would ever prove 

Superior to the joys of love! 


Let wiſdom preach in ſchools, 


For what has ſhe with love to do; 


We go not by ſuch rules: 


Unbounded pleaſures we purſue ; 


On roſy wine our fancies fly; 
We ev'ry wordly care defy. 


Let Mars in council boaſt, 


Of reſolution, ſtrength, and art; 


Love comes without a hoſt, 

And ſteals away the ſoldier's heart: 
Love breaks the bow, the ſword and ſpear, 
And turns the angry face of war. 


E'en mighty Jove above 
Hath been by Cupid's pow'r o'ercome; 
There's none can conquer love, 
Tho? arm'd with ſword and ſpear, or gun, 
Then ground your arms, ye ſons of war; 
None can reſiſt the Briciſh fair. 


AI R, in Judas Maccabeus, 


18 liberty, dear liberty alone, 
That gives freſh beauty to the ſun ; 


That bids all nature look more gay, 


And lovely lite, with pleaſure ſtcal away. 
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N A Two-Part Hunting Song, 


1 RECITATIVE. 


\HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 


3 dawn, 

1 | he thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud ſings the black-bird thro' refounding groves, 
| And the lark ſoares to meet the riſing lun. 


F Kn 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 

And now, my boys, throw off the hounds : 

| Pl warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 

1 : See, yonder he ſkulks thro” the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke 'em, 

i my bloods : 

is a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods 

5 Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no fatety can find ; 
So he breaks it, and {cours amain, 
And leaves us a diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn.“ 


Y And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 

All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 

Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 
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From our ſtaunch and fleet pack *twas in vain that 'L 
he fled, E 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; ; 14 
| The farmer with pleaſure beholds him lie dead, 1 
| And ſhours to the found of the hora, = 3) 
Sung Zy Miſs Tank at Vauxhall, . L 
S now my bloom comes on a- pace, 5 
The ſwains begin to teize me; E 
But two who claim the foremoſt place, Jos 
Try different ways to pleaſe me = 
To judge aright, and chuſe the beſt, 8 
Is not ſo ſoon decided; 5 
When both their merits are expreſs'd © Þ 
I may be leſs divided. 5 
Palæmon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, Ut 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; . = 
Would 1 but ſmile, be kind and 2 7 
He'd give me all his treaſure: _—_ 
But then our years do difagree . 
So muct as | remember ; q 
It is bu: May, I'm ſure with me, J 
With him it is December, 1 
n I who ſcarcely am in bloom, 3 
Loet froſt and ſnow be ſuing; _ ; ] 
*T would ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, L 
Bring ev'ry charm to ruin: p 
For drels and ſhow to touch my pride, | 
My little heart is panting ; | 7 


But then there's ſolnething elſe beſide 


I ſoon ſhoyld find was wanting. ED 
Then 


7 4 9 ©] 
5 Then Colin, thou my choice ſhall gain, 
f For thou wilt nc'er lecelve me; 
And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For thou halt more to give me: 
My fanc\ paints thee full of charms 
Thy looks ſo young and tender; 
Love beats his new and fond alarms— 
Is thee I now ſurrender, | 


Sung at Covent-Garden Theatre, 


HEN hey for a frolickſome life; 
Pll ramble where pleaſures are rite ; 
Strike up with the tree-hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of a wife. 
Plague om it, men are but aſſes, 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 


Had we been together buckled, 
f [would have prov'd a fine affair; 
Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing, cry'd—Look there 


4 
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Sung by Mr, Vernon, in the Devil to Pay. 


E gods, ve gave io me a wife, 

2 Out ot your grace and favour, 
| To be the comfort of my life, 
And J was glad to have her. 


| But if your providence 33 
| Togrearer blifs defign her; 

| To obey your wills ar any nes 
| Tm ready to refign her 
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The Chaiſe Marin 


Y deareſt life, were you my SU. 
How happy ſhould I be: 
And all my care in peace and war, 
Should he to pleaſure thee. 
When up and down, from town to town, 
Wäe jolly folders rove, 
Then you, my queen, in chulſe marine, 
Sball move like queen of love. 


Your love I prize, beyond the kies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 

Would'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In humble baggage car ; 

For happineſs, tho' in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen; 


And pride in coach, has more reproach, L 
Than love in chaiſe marine. E 

| Oh! do not hold your love in gold, . 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 9 
Behold the great, with all their ſtate, 4 
| Their lives are care and pain: 1 
| In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 9 
| Nor care nor trouble ſee, . 
| And ev'ry day, I get my pay, . 
| And ſpend it merrily. A 
| Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's {laves, 4 
[ Who lead ignoble lives, 5 


Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 


. 


For 
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For Britain's right, and you we fight, 


And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care, 
With love and conſtancy. 


If ſighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can't win your harden'd heart, 
Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part; 
With fite and drum, the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, 
hen don't think mean of chaiſe marine, 
*Tis love's triumphant car. | 


Sung at Covent Garden- Theatre. 


EAR madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man mult needs look like a fool; 

For me I would not give a ſhilling. 

For one that can love out of rule: 
And leaſt you ſhould wait for our offers, 

Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair; 
If you've liv'd to theſe years without proflers, 

Your ſighs are now loſt in the air. : 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your bluſhing, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain ; 
*Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain, 
That your in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond ogling I ſee; _ 
But the fruit that will fall without ſtiaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 
| Suse 
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Nyitten by Ambroſe Phillips, Eg. 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
Ihe youth that fondly fits by thee £ 


| And fees, and hears thee, all the while, 


Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile, 


"Twas this depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 
For while I gaz d, in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd, a ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thro” all my vital frame; 
Ober my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill dd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill d, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy d away. 


The Laſs of Peatty's Mill. 


"HE laſs of Peatty's Mill, 
So honny, blithe, and gay, 

In ſpite of all my 1kill 

Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedditg on the hay 

Bare headed on the green, 
Love *midit ber locks did play, 

Ad 'Wanton'd in her een. 
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Her 
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N | Yer arms white, round, and ſmooth, | 
; Breaſts rifing in their dawn, | 1 


| To age 1t would give youth 
To preſs them with his hand : 
i 1 hro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extacy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 


Without the help of art, 

Like flow'rs that grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Wbene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd : 
Her looks they were 1d mild, 
Tree from affected pride, 

he me to love beguil'd, 

I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


on had I all the wealth 

| Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
alu a long lite and health, 
And pleatures at my will; 

I'd promiſe and fulfil, 

I hat none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peatty's Mill, 

ö Should fhare the ſame with me. 


; 0 * Comical Fellow, a Glce. Sung at Vauxhall, 


IR, you'r a comical fellow, i 
Your noſe it is hooked, 1 

* our back it is crooked ; fl 
And you are a comical fellow, bi 
What I? no you ale a comical fellow. | 


Nay 


R 9 8 
. — 


l : 
Nay, you are a comical fellow, 
You {quint with ſuch grace, 
So red, is your face: 
Tis vou are a comical fellow. 
You, you, tis you are a comical fellow. 


What I, am I a comical fellow? 
No, no, pray do not ſay fo; 
I'm ſure I'm no comical fellow. 


Favourite Gle?, Sung by Mr. Banniſter, Mr. Brett, 
and Mijs Harpur, in the Flitch of Bacon, 


OW merrily we live that foldiers be, 
Round the world thus we march with mer- 
glee ; | 
On the pleaſant downs ſometime encamp'd we lie, 
No care we know, but fortunes troirn defx, 
So long as we can ſee our colours fly. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


E true honeſt Britons who love your own land. 
Whole fires were fo brave, 0 victorious and 
free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in 
hand, 


Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me; 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's good 
Cheer, - © 

The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer ; 

Your wine-tippling, dram-fipping fellows retreat, 

Put your beer- drinking Britons can never be beat. 

Let us, &c, Tho 
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The French with their vineyards are meagre and 
pale, 
They drink the ſqueezing of half ripen'd fruit; 
But we, who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 


Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ling, &c. 


Should the French dare invade us thus armed with 
our e 
We'll bang t their bare ribs, ka their lantern 
Jaws ring; 'Y 
For your beef-eating beer-drinking Britons are 
ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their lait drop i their country 
and king, 
Let us ſing, &c. 


„C 
Lung by Mr. Wilſon, Mr. Mattocks and Mr. e 


i the Duenna, 

Bumper of good liquor, 

Wil il end a conqueſt q; cker, 
Than juſtice, judge, or vicar; 
So fill a chearful glals, 

And let good humour pals: 


But if deeper be the quarrel, 

Why ſooner drain the barrel, 

Than be that hateful fellow ; 

That's crabbed when he's mellow. 

A bumper, &. | 
9 5 The 


1 
The PLAV- HOUSE HUBBUB. 


A Caren, Sung by Mr. Vernon, Sc. at Vauxhall, 


CEE Bob, fee, the play is done, 
My lady's chariot, run boy, run; 

Clear, clear the way, ſtand by, have a care: 

Coach, coach, chair, firit chair, 

You fir, you, keep your horles back ! 

Link, light your honour, here's poor Jack, 

Pop along, pop along, you ſcurvy botch; 

Stop thiet ! ſtop thiet ! I've loſt my watch. 


A FAVORITE SONG 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Comedy of Errors, 
CC! TRAY not to thoſe diſtant ſcenes, 
From thy comtort do not rove ; 
Tarry in theſe peaceful glens ; 
Tread the quiet paths of love I 
Is not this fequeſter'd ſhade, 3 
Richer than the proud alcove * 
Tarry in this peaceful glade, 
Tarry here with me and love, 


Liſten to the woodlark's note, 

Liſten to the cooing dove: 

Hark the thruſh's mellow throat 
All uniting carrols love : 

See the limpid brooks around, 
"Winding thro? the varied grove : 

This is paſſion's fairy ground, 
Tarry here with me and love. 
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Mitten by Dr. Gol bs MITA. 


HEN lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 


And finds, too late, that men betray; 
What charins can foothe her * 2 
What art can waſh her guilt away? 
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The only art, her guilt to cover, 

To hide ber flame from ev'ry eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his boſom—15 to die! 


The INVITATION. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, a: Vauxhall. 


TOME, ye party jangling ſwains, 
Leave the flocks and quit the plains, 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil our ſport, 
Ever welcome to our teaſt, 
Welcome exery friendly gueſt! 


Sprightly widows come away, 

Laughing dames, and virgins gay, 

Little gaudy, fluttering miſſes, 

Smiling hopes of future bliſſes. 
Ever welcome, &. 


All that ripening ſun can bring, 

Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blo Ve 
Ever welcome, Ke. 
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Comus jeſting, muſie charming, 
Wine inſpiring, benuty warming, 
Rage and party malice dies, | 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies, 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome every friendly gueſt, 


Sung by Mr. Baker, in Midas, 
SILENO, 
INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
oo Come with me you jolly dog; 
You can help ro bring home barveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 
Fara diddle dol, —Fara diddle do]. 
Tol ri di tol di ti di tol dol dol 


With three crowns your itanding Wages, 
Yon ſhall daintily be fed, 
Bacon, beans, falr beet, cabbages 
Buiter milk, and oaten bread, 
Fara diddle, &c. 


Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 


When we get you once at home; 
And when daily labour's over, 
We'll all dance to your hum ſtrum. 
Fara diddle, &c. 


Apollo. 


4 


Done ſtrike hands, I take your offer, 
Farther on I may fare worſe ; 
Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, 
Hungry guts, and empty purſe, 
TAC diddle dol, Ke. | 
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Sung at Vauxhall. 
What joy does conqueſt yield, 


When returning from the field? 

Shining in his glitt'ring arms, 
How the godlike warrior charms! 1 
Laurel-wreatlis his head ſurrounding, a 
Banners waving in the wind; | þ 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, | Th 
Ev'ry voice in concert join'd, 


Sung by Miſs Brown, in Midas. Wy, 


0 
"of 
"E'S as tight a lad to lee to, 4 
As e'er itept in leathern ſhoe, 91 
And what's better, he'll love me too; | | 


And to him I'll prove true blue. 


Tho' my fifter caſts a hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do, 00 
He o'er look'd the little doxy ; [1 
I'm the girl he means to woo, 9 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll no doubt my ſteps purſue ; 
If the youth prove true I'll fit him; 

It he's falſe, Pl fit him too. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Midas, 


E by your friends adviſed, 
Too harſh, too haſty dad ; 
Maugre your bolts and wiſe head, 
The world will think you mad. | 
B b 2 Where 
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What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 
His roaring bucks when drunk; 
Than break the lamps, beat watchmen, 
And ſtagger to ſome punk. 


Sung ly Miſs Brown, in The Jovial Crew. 


T N the charming month of May, 
When the pretty little birds begin to ling, 

What a ſhame at home to ſtay; 

Nor enjoy the delights of the ſpring. 

Waile the beggar that looks forlorn, 

Tho' ſhe's not To nobly born, 

Wich her rags all patch'd and torn ; 

While fl e dances and ſings, 

With the merry men and maids, 

In her imiling eyes you may trace, 

And her innocent cheattul face: 

Thou? ſhe's poor, may be 

More happy than my, 

That ſighs in her rich brocades, 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Chelſea Penſioner. 
+ Haan world's a ſtrange world, child it muſt be 


conteſs'd, 
We all of diſtreſs Laws our ſhare ; 
But fince I muſt ſtruggle to live with the reft, 
By my troth 'tis no matter where. 


We all muſt put up; with what fortune has ſent, 
Be therefore one's lot poor or rich; 

So there is but a portion of eaſe and content, 
By my troth, 'tis no great matter which, 
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A living's a living, and ſo there's an end, 
If one honettly gets juit enow, 


And ſomething to ſpare for the wants of a friend, 


By my woth tis no great matter how. 


In this world about nothing we buſi'd appear, 
And I've ſaid it again and again ; 

dince quit it one muſt if one's biene 15 Clear; 
By my troth tis no great matter when, 


Sung by Mijs Thornton, in Calypſo. 


ELCOME young and favour'd lover, 
Joyful I arreſt my prize: 
Come thou talſe provoking rover, 
Come and heal Calypſo” s ſighs, 


Through the vale and o'er the mountain, 
Many fteps I've trod in vain ; 

Every grotto, every fountain, 
Trac'd it o'er and o'er again. 


Mortals what 1s filial duty, 
What are virtue's ſtately charms ? 
When celeſtial love and beauty, 
Tempt thee to Caly pſo's arma, 


Sung by Mijs Catley, at Mary bone Gardens, 


OME thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of ev iy heart- felt joy; 
Leave the blisful power a while, 


Paphos and the Cy oY. iſle. 
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Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 

Britains to thy power adore : 
Britains hearty, bold and tree, 

Own thy laws and yield to thee. 
Source of ev'y heart-felt joy, &c. 


Only while we love we live, 

Love alone can pleature give, 

Pomp and power and tinſel'd ſtate, 

Thoſe talfe pleaſures of the great: 

Crowns and titles envy'd things, 

And the pride of eaſtern kings; 

Are but childiſh empty tox '8, 

When compar'd with love's ſweet jovs. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, &c. 


Sung by Mr. King, in Cymon. 
Laugh and I fing, 


I am blitheſome and free, 
the rogues little ſting; 
It can never reach me. 
I laugh and 1 ing, 
For with tal deral, tol ri rol, tatal dot. 
and tolderol, fol de ral, Us ral da, 


I am blithe tome and gaz, 

The roguc's little ſting; 

It can never reach me, 

Can never, can never reach me. 


* 
„ 


1 


My tkin is ſo tough, 
Or ſo blinking is he; 
He can't pierce my buf: 
Or he miſſes upon me. 
For with fol de rol, &c. 


Oh! never be dull, 

By the fad willow: -tree, 

Of mirth be brimful, 

And run over like me. 
For with fol de rol, &c, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


1 hounds are all out, and the morning does 
Peep; 
Why how now you ſluggardly ſot! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback are got. 
My brave boys? 


cannot get up for the over- -night's cup 
50 hea y it lies in my head; 
Belides. my wife eries, my dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy. 


Come, on with your boote and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay; 

the cry of the hounds, and the Goh of the hare, 
ill chaſe all dull vapours away, 


M brave boys 
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A CAT Cu, Sung at Vauxhall. 1 
WEEP chimney fweep! news, rare news! : 

Ground ivy, ground ivy, clean your honor's IM - 
ſhoes : f 

See what you want or pleaſe to buy, I 
A cure for the tooth ach, a drop for your eye: ? | 

Birds and wild beatts. ſurprizing to all ; [ 


The favourite ſongs that are ſung at Vauxhall, 

Here's London in little, here's Paris ! in town, 

Here Breſlaw exhibits for halt a crown, 
Sweep chimney, &C. 


A 1 FO at Vauxhall. 


AREVWELL, ve green fields and ſw cet grovcs, 
Where Phillis encag'd my tond heart ; 

Where nightingales warble their loves, 

And nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 

No muſic can lull me to reſt : 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 

And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Ott times, by the ſide of a ſpring, 
Were roſes and lilies appear, 

Gay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
For Strephon was all the held dear: 

But as ſoon as ſhe found by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 

She then to my grief and ſurprize, 

Prov' 0 all that ſhe ſaid was a jeſt. 


_— 
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Too late to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt: 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquettes, who to love make pretence; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
If nature Loom bleſt her with ſenſe, 


Tuk MusIicat IMITATION. 
Lung by Mr. Banniſter, at Marybone Gardens. 
ReCITATIVE. 


Foreign val. with amorous coragio, 
A And all the milky ſoftneſs of Adagio, 
To Poll, the millener, addreſſes paid; 
He ſigh'd, he ſung, to win the tender maid. 


AIR. 


Pigs, when parted from the ſow, 
After mammy fqueak 1 in vain ; 
Hungry crows purſue the plough, 
80 I follow and complain; 
Roaſt a beet to Englis man, 
With a pudding ſweet is dear, 
But no beef nor pudding can 


O 
Keep out pretty Polly here. 


RECITATIVE, 


A jolly butcher, plenty in his face, 
| Approach'd the fair with true Clare-market grace; 
| His tape-bound hat he cruſh'd beneath his arm, 


And ſtrove the fair one through her ear to charm, 
While 
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While watchmen in their boxes ſleep, © . | 7 
And'temales loudly ſcream, 
While ſons of Bacchus tipple deep, EF: 

I ſigh and of you dream. | 
When my calves and lambs I'm fleaing, | 

You, in thought, I'm ever lecing ; ; . 
The ox confin'd for flaughter ne'er could moan 

More deep—Oh ! make me all your own, 


RECITATIVE. 
Our lovely millener, thus cloſely preſs. d, 
FTurn'd all their am'rous ſallies to a jeſt; 
Wich bridled chin, and love-rejecting eyes, 
She anſwer'd thus their glances, oaths and ighs: 


A+ ks 
EF know ye both, Iknow ye both, indeed, ind@d I d 
To ſhun ſuch miſhaps, 
| 1 li fly both your traps, i 
Tour ſighs and ſobbing you vainly purſue, F ( 
DP 
[ 


EFW 


2 


Much, more 1 fear, 

Then come not near: | 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, | 

Indecd, rau m. ay go; E W 
Su one inclin'd © 14, 

To grant what vou alk, UT 

For wedding's a taſk I 


Too ME 4 for my mind. 


| Favourite Son in I amerlane. | I 'T 
thee, O! gentle ſleep, alone CT} 
Is owing all our peace ; Ale 
By | thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 3 


By thce our {orrows ccale. 


? The 


| F 97 3 
| The Nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 
By thee obtaining a divorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd: 


Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee tay, 
. The ſadly weeping fair 

Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
Ihe object of her care. 
| To graſp whoſe plealing form ſhe ſought, 
Iuhat motion chas'd her fleep: 

Thus by ourſelves are often wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep. 


A favourite ROXDEAU, Sung at Vauxhall Gardens. 
3 Set by Mr, Bach. 
b 1 a while ye winds to blow, 


Ceaſe ye roaming ſtreams to flow; 
© Huſh'd be ev ry other noiſe, 


1 want to hear my lover's voice. 


; © Where? s the brook, the rock, the tree ? 
Hark, a found—I think 'tis he! 
is not he; yet night comes on. 
| Where” s My lovely wand'rer gone? 


Loud Pl ſpeak to make him hear. 
Tis 1 who call my Love, my dear! 
The time is come. Why this delay ? 
Alas! my wand'rer's loſt his way. 


4 
of ; 
* 
V , 
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Sung in L' Allegro il Pen ſeroſo. 


11 ET me wander not unſeen, 

_ By hedge-row elms on hillocks greet: 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whitlles o'er the furrow'd land; 

And the milkmaid ſingeth blythe. 
And the mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecks ſound, 

To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


COX-HEATH CAMP. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, ar Vauxhall. 


E beaux and ye belles pray attend to my ſong, 
* *Tis new, I aſſure you, and will not be long. 
From the Camp I'm arriv'd, that ſcene of delight, 
Where they romp. ſing, and dance, all the diy 

and the night, 
To the Camp then all repair, 
Gallant ſwains, and blooming fair; 
Gaily laughing, let us tramp 
To ihe merry, merry camp. 
Well, who could have thought that war was ſo 
charming! | 
Nothing there's in it that can be alarming; 
NorMargate, nor Bath, nor the tam'd Tuubridgę 
,, e 
Like the Camp all our ſorrow fo ſweetly diſpel: 
Jo the Camp, &c Wit) 
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| Tue LASS or RICHMOND HILL. 


; | Sung by Mr. INCLEDON. 
| N Richmond hill there lives a laſs, 
N More bright than May-day morn, 


* Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs— 


= Oh! whiſper to my charming fair, 
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With parſons, ſquires, clowns, these is ſuch in- 
truſion, 5 | 

The camp is a type ſure of BabePs confuſion ; 

There's hautboys and trumpets, briſk fifes and 
bailoons, | 

Both charm you and ftun you with fifty old tunes, 

To the camp, &c. 


E'en Cupid, gay Cupid, to Coxheath 13 come, 
For Love he's recruiting with fife and with drum! 
A thouſand ſweet damſels he has in his train, 
A heart he now offers each martial young ſwain. 

| | To the camp, &c, 
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A roſe without a thorn. 5 

U — 240 1 2 * 1 1 . 4 
This 12.8 in cad, WU brine ay iveer, 

Has won my right good will, 


I'd crowns reign to call thee mine, 
Sweet laſs of Richmond hill ! 


And wanton thro? the prove, 
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l die for her and love. 

How happy will the ſhepherd be, 

{ Whocalls this nymph his own, 

| Oh! may her choice be fix'd on me, 
Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
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P-Q.O0O-R Ae. 
A Sea Song by Mr. DIBDIx. 


O patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, 
Bout danger and fear, and the like; 
Atight-water boat, and good ſea-rooin give me, 

Ane. it e'n't to a little Þ Il ſtrike; 
Tho? the tempelt top-gallant-maſt ſmack-ſinooth 
ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood 
Clear the WISCK, ſtow the yards, and bowſe ey”: ry 


thing tight, 
And under reePd foreſail we'll ad = ; 
Avaſt! nor don't think me a milk-fop fo ſost, 3 
To be taken for trifles a-back, 4 
For they ſay there's a Providence lits up aloft ; 
| Fo keep wateh for —the Ife of Poor Jack. F 
| Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver one day 1 
bout fouls - he: wen- merey and fuch ; 4 
| And, m; timbers! what lingonede weil and belay!— ; 
Why, was lac, 744 35 one as High Dette: 
But he ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, if Ye ice; 


Without orders fg t come down belovy ; 
And many fine things, that prov de clearly to me 


of 


That Providence t: akes us in LOW. [old 


«& For,” fays he, dye mind me, let ſtorms eder ſo 
Fake the L0D-HLItS Cf i2lors a-back, 
here's a fegt little chsrub fits perch'd up aloit 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack.“ 


— 


I faid to gur Poi (for you lee ſhe would cry), 
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Can't you ſee the world 
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's wide, and there's room 
for us all, | | 
Both for {ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 
And if to old Dauy I ſhould go, my dear Poll, 
\Why, you never will hear of me more! 
What then ?—all's a hazard—come don't be fo 
ſoft 
Perhaps I may laughing come back; 
For, d'ye ſee, there's a cherub firs ſmihng aloft, 
To keep watci for the life of Poor Jack.” 
D'ye mind me, 2 ſailor ſhould be every inch 
All as cre 25 a piece of the ſhip, 
And with her Luvs the world, without offering 
to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor? 8 a- trip. 
As O Mme, in all weathe he all times, "es and ends, 
Nougit's a trouble from duty that forings - 
V. heart is my Poll's sand! my rhino my friend's, 
And as ſor my life tis my King's! 
E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe 
As with grief to be taken a- back —- 
That ſame little cherub that ſits up aloft 
Will look out a good birth for Foor Jack,” 


Fad 
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ALONE, BY THE LIGHT OF THE, MOON, 
dung by Mr. DARLEY, 
HE day 1s departed, and round from the 
cloud 
The moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The muſic of love in ourears, 
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Maria, appear; now the ſeaſon fo ſweet 
Wiith the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet 
Alone, by the light of the moon. 


I cannot, when preſent, unfold what I feel; 

I figh—can a lover do more? 

Her name to the We [ never reveal, 

Yet | tt 5 of her all the day o er: 
Maria, n, ove, do you long for the grove ? 
Do you 1 r an interview ſoon ? 

Does &er a Kind -20ught ran on me as you rove 
Alone, by Un ht of the moon? 


Your name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 

My boſom is all in © glow ; 

Your voice, when ir Fates ſo ſweet thro? mine 
ear, 

My heart thrills my eyes overflow; 

Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
[»dulge a fond lover his boon ? 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, ana Maria be mine 

Alone, by che light of the moon? 


STERNE AT THE TOMB or MARIA, 

Sung by Mijs (GEORGE. 
FE ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnows, 

While morn unbarr'd her gate; 

Wak'd by his b: ams, Maria roſe 

To mourn her hapleſs fate : 

In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 

Which echo'd through the vale, 

Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Or zephyr's fragrant gale. 


293 
All night ker ſhroud before her paſt, 
 Theowlcry'd, and raven too; 
At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
And prov'd theſe omens true: 
Her ſpirit's now in heav'n repos'd, 
Which her ſad vigils kept; 
| Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 
Whoſe ſorrows never ſlept. 
Yet, ere ! bid my laſt adieu, 
While in thy clay cold bed, 
Accept the tear of friend ſhip true, 
Which o'er thy grave 1 thed : 
While life remains, thy hapleſs love 
In mem'ry &er ſhall live; 
May'ſt thou in heav'n thoſe bleſſings prove, 
Which earth could never give. 


Au ADIEU TO TRE ROCKS or LANNOW. 
Sung by Mr. HARRISON. 
Written by Miſs SEWARD. 


ROM thy waves, ſtormy Lannow, I fly; 
From the rocks that are laſh'd by their tide ; 
From the maid whoſe cold boſom, relentleſs as they, 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her puns + 
Yet, lonely and rude as the ſcene, 
Her ſmile to that {cene could impart 
A charm that might rival the bloom of the vale 
But away, thou fond dream of my heart. 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu! 


Now the blaſts of the winter come on, 
And the waters grow dark as they riſe ; 
Yet tis well they reſemble the ſullen diſdain 
That has lowr'd in thoſe inſolent eyes: 
8 Sincere 
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Sincere were the ſighs it repreſs\d— _ 
But they roſe in the days that are flown 
Ah! nymph, unrelenting and cold as thou art, 
My ſpirit is proud as thy own. 
'To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu! 


Lo ! the wings of the ſea fowl are ſpread, 
To eſcape the rough ſtorm by their flight; 
Ard theſe caves will afford them a gloomy retreat 
From the winds and the billows of night : 
Like them, to the home of my youth— 
Like them, to its ſhades I retire ; 
Receive me, and ſhield my chill'd ſpirit, ye groves, 
From the forms of inſulted defire. 


To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu! 


DATE OBOLUM BELIS4RIO. 
| A Song by Mr. COLLINS. 
(} FORT UNE | ! how { Mangel thy gifts are 


awarded! 
How much to thy ſhame thy caprice 1s recorded, 
e the wiſe, great, and good, of thy Ton 
{ſeldom *ſcape any, 
Witneſs poor BELISARIUS, who begg'd for 2 
bar Penny. 
Date ob:lum, date obelum, date NT ION BeLiSaRio, 


tie whoſa f fame for true valour was ſpread far and 
wide, Sir, 

And whom none but his CounTzxy. true praiſe 
&er deny'd; Sir, led, Sit, 

By his poor Faithful Dog was thro' Roms's city 

With cne foot in the grave forc'd to beg tor his 
br cad, Sir. = Dat 5 abolum 75 Oe. 


A 
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As a young Roman NN IH was by chance paſſing 
by, Sir, 
The old fol:tier*s appearance at once ca agkthis eye, 
Sir; 
And his purſe in his helmet he dropt with a tear, Sir, 
While the VETERAN's {ad Rory attracted his car, 
Sir. Date ovolun, Sc. 
I have fought, I have bled; I have e 
; for ROME; Sir; 
I have crown'd her with laurels, which for ages 
will bloom, Sir 
From her foes harſh dominion I've raiſed her to 
oer; | | 
I efpous'd her for life, a and diſgrace is my dowe 
| Date ebolum, = - 


Ino ſoldiers e'er riſqu'd,by attacking at random, 

Or victory ipſur'd with a vil dejperandan 5 

But whenever I fought, I made bo th friend and 
foe kn 10”, 

That all my deſign was Pro Pullico Bono.“ 


Date obel ti ts oY Cs 


«] no Colonies roll, by attempts to enſlave *em, 
Or of Romans: free riglits ever {trove to bercave 
em; | 
Or to bow down their necks to my arid or my 
pleaſure, 
Have an EMPIRE divided, or waſted its treaſure, 
Date obolum, Tc. 


Nor yet to enrich or ennoble myſelf, Sir, 
Has my glory been tarniſh' by bate views of 


For 


pelf, Sir; 3 
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For ſuch ſordid deſigns I've fo far been from 


carving, 


Blind and old, I've no chance but of begging & 


flarving. | Date bob; n, Tc, 


«© Now, if HERO, or STATESM AN, ſhould hea; 
this relation, 
Whoſe deeds have ſtill been tor the good of hi 
nation, 
Who, tho' feeble and blind, ſhould like me grope 
his way, Sir, 
T he bright SUN-BEAMS of VIRTUE vil] f 


night to day, Sir. Date obolum, ge. 
6“ But if wanting that light at the cloſe of Hic“ 
ſpark, Sir, 


He at length comes to take the great leap in the 
dark, Sir, 


He may with, while his friends wring their hand. 


round his bed, Sir, 
That, lille Poor BELISARI Us, bed bes. . fo tt 


bread, Sir.“ 
Date obolum BE LISAR1D, 


T'D RATHER BE-EXCUS*D, 
Sung by Mrs. MA&TYR. 

YT ETURNING from the fair one eve, 
% Acroſs von verdant plain, 
. Young Harry ſaid he'd ſee me home, 

A tight and comely ſwain: 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 

And would not be refus'd ; 
Then afc'd a kifs—T bluſh'd and cry'd 

"36.26 rather be excus d. 
& You're 


a * . * 22 * 2 
? Wh pe 4 r ME 
E 1 * 


1 
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« You're coy,” ſaid he, © my pretty maid, 
I mean no harm, I (wear ; 
Long time I have in ſecret ſigh'd 
For you, my charming fair; 
But if my tenderneſs offend, 
And if my love's refus'd, 
I'll leave you—** What alone?“ cry'd 1! 
I'd rather be excus'd.“ 
He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk'd, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit; | 
But ſtill to all he ſaid, I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute; 
At length got home, he angry cry'd, 
My fondneſs is abus'd; 
Then die a maid” “ Indeed,” ſays I, 
66 I'd rather be excus'd.“ 


JEM or ABERDEEN. 
A favourite Scotch Song, fung by Miſs Ltarve 


HE tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove, 

And ſweetly ſmells tne ſimmer green; 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
Wy bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Whene'er we fit bencath the broom, or wander 
ö o'er the lee, . 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, always 
| wooing me. 
| He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 
The blitheſt lad of a' the green; 
How ſweet the time will paſs awa | 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen, == 
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Wi' joy J leave my father's cot, 
Wi' ilka ſport of glen or green, 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot | 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 3 


TE UNION or BACCHUS AND VENU 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY. 

TM a vot'ry of Baccl 105, his godſhip adore, 

1 And love at his ſkrine gay libations to pour; 


And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpl ires, a 
For inc 1ghts in cur ſouls the moit lacred of Ore ; 
Vet to neither I fwear ſole allegiance to hold, N 
My Notte and laſs I by turns mult enfold, ® 
For the Exoetett of unions that morials can 1 : 
Is of Bacchus gay god and the goddeſs of love. þ 
When fiil'd to the fair the briſk bumper I hold, | 
Can the miſer ur vcy with ſuch pleaſure his 90¹d; 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch relith can boaſt, * 
II good port nil your glaſs, and fair Kitty's de ! 
toaſt; 3 B 


And the charms of your girl more angelic will be. 
If her topha's encircled with wreaths from his tree; v 
For the tweetelt of unions that mortals can prove 


Is of Bacchus gay god and the goddeſs of love. er 
All partial diſtinctions J hate from my ſoul, Fe 
O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl; . 
Bliss reflected from either will ſend to my heart Thi 


Ten thouſand ſweet joys which they can't hate ih, 


. L 5 


Go try it, ye ſmilin g and gay looking throng, 1 
And | your learts mall in uniſon beat to my ſoup, Z 
T'hac the ” xeectelt of unions that mortals can prove, f 
1s of Zacchus gay god and the goddeſs of love. | % 
JILL 


CO 
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PLL NOT BE CONFIN'D LIKE A BIRD 
IN A CAGE. 
Sung by Mrs. MARTYR 


HE yet in my youth, and my beauty in prime, 

„ To heat a ſoft tale can be ſurely no crime; 
| Tho my mother and aunt will continually preach, 
. And leſlons of thts, that, and t'otner, will teach : 
Their advice may, no doubt, be boti learned and 
C 
Vet on not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 
Tue goldfinch and linnet their plumage diſplay; 

How ſweet ſound their notes, as they perch on the 
| {pray ; 

[1s liberty g gives all the joy to the ſ og, 
And nature and fancy the notes ſtil] prolong 3 
Like them, L with freedom will ever engage; 
For I'll not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 


If love ſhou'd invite me to favour ſome youth, 

| Vitoſe eyes beam with tranſport, with honour, 
| and truth, 

3 To his wiſhes, 'tis poſſible, I may comply; 

: . my heart is too tender uch worth to deny: 
et, if I with love and with Hy men engage, 

» not be coniin'd like a bird ina cage, 


[A LINNET's NEST, WITH anxious CARE. 
E A FAVOURITE: BALLAD, 
Comp aſed and [11g by CHARLES DIBDIN, 
LINNET?®s neſt, with anxious care, 
Voung Strephon one day found me 
hen inſtantly the plunder'd pair 
Wich cries came Kutt' ring round me: 
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% Ard I it thus,” cries I, © unkind, 

You'd raiſe compaſſion in me? 

Hence, cruel, hence—unleſs you'd find 
Some better way to win me.“ 


« Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, 
« My love tor you has wrovght me; 
I _—_ but that cruelty 
You have ſo often taught me: 
If thus the linnet and bis mate 
Can raiſe compaſſion in you, 
No more unkindneſs 1mitate, 
But let your Strephon win you.“ 


This ſaid—like lightning back he flew, 
The moſly neſt reſtoring 3 
The linnets kept their young in view, 1 
No more their loſs deploring: 
Meanwhile this act, ſo ſweet, ſo kind, 
Had rais'd affection in me; , 
Ayd Strephon was well pleas'd to find = FP 
The certain way to win me. | 


NEW BOW WOW. 7 
Sung by Mr. JoHAN N Or, at the Royal Grove, 
' OW liſten my friends to an old dog's ne 


2 ſtor Ys 
Which contains of his race the pretenſions to glory; 
For we dogs may be found in ev'ry rank and tation 
Since ra are careſs'd as the firit of the nation 
Bow, wow, wow, fal lal de iddy ocdy 


bow, wow, WOW. 
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© The flatterer's a canting dog, he's always & 
| fawning, | | 
An alderman's a ſleepy dog that's always a 
| yawning 3 pO. | ns 
A lawyer is a greedy dog, he lives upon miſchief, 
A phyſician is a terrible dog, of killing he is chief. 
| Bow, wow, wow. 
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A taylor's a ſetting dog, whoſe game is a gooſe, 
LW | 
A huſband's a imple dog that's hang'd ina nocſe, 
fir ; | | 
A cuckold is a common dog, which ev'ry wife 
will tell ye, | | 
A glutton is a cramming dog, he loves you for 


AO ap _ I 
- ol 4 
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— 


his belly. BOW, WOW, wow. fi 
A ſwindler is a ſorry dog, he lives by always Hg 
cheating, | | 
A Frenchman is a nimole dog, that runs from 


| ev ry beating i | 
A ſoldier is a noble dog, in ex'ry rank and Ration, 
A ſailor is a hearty dog, as any in che nation. 
: | Bow, Wow, wow. 
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A lover is a wretched dog, without his pretty 
; dear, hr, | 

A bully is a ſwagg'ring dog, 1 neither love nor 
i fear, fir; | | 

| A miſer is a ſaving dog, that keeps an inch of 


'Y, 


vir 


On 
mM candle, | 
And a coxcomb is a lap- dog, for pretty maids to 


[he 


dandle. Bow, wow, wow. 
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A cock is 2 charming dog, wh? 
chec ws ſir, 

lot is a ſoaking dog at wine, p punch, or beer, 


en he gives us goed 


fr 
A Undlord's a cheating dog, ke chalks two i, 
One, fir, | 5 Þ 
And a rogue is a fad dog, that thouſands has un. 
eons, fir. BOW, wow, wos. 
A gambler is a ſhuffling dog, he tricks by che 
Car as, firs = ] 
A bailiff is a ily dog, that bites very hard, tir ; | 


A rake is a jolly dog, whom ail women fancy. : 
And I am your faichful dog, as any | here you can 
lee. Bow, wow, WOW. 


O 
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ANACREONTIC SOCIETY. if 

+ Tune „ear of Bray.) | . 

F SNG the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, 1 
1 A ihem2 renown'd in ſtory; = 
It wel: deterves more poliſh'd lays, | 


Oh! 'tis your boaſt and glory: 
When mad brain'd war ſpreads death around, ; 
By them yorare protected; | . 
But when in peace the nation's found, 7 
T hele bulwarks are neglected. 
Then oh! protect the nardy tar, 
Be mindful of his mer IS 
And when again you're - plan's d in war, 
He Mew his darin 2 ſpirit, 


* 


When 
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When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean 

When lightning darts, when thunders roll, 
And all is wild commotion ; 

When on the bark the white-topp'd waves 
With bortroeus {weep are rolling, 

Yet coolly ſtill the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidſt the howling. 


Then oh! protect, &e. | 


When deep immers'd in ſulph'rous ſmoke, 
He feels a glowing pleaſure ; 

He loads his gun, or cracks his joke, 
Elated beyond meaſure : 

Though fore and aft the blood-flain'd declx 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear, 

Or ſhould the veilel float a wreck, 
The ſailor knows no icar. 


Then oh! pre 0e &. 


When long becalm'd on Southern brine, 
Where ſcorching beams aſtail him 
When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 
And food and water fail him : 
Then oft he dreams of Britain's 5 thore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning 
They call the watch -- his rapt are's o'er, 
He ſighs.— but icoras complaining, 
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Lhen oh! Protect, 


Or burning on that noxious coaſt, 
Where death fo oft befriends hin:; 
Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's Truſt, 

True courage Al] attends him: 
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2, 
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No 


1 
No clime can this eradicate, 
He glories in annoyance; 
He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
And bids grim death defiance. 
Then oh! protect, &ec, 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
In peace be then neglected ? 
Behold him moving long the pier, 
Pale, meagre, and dejected: 
Behold him begging for employ, 
Behold him dilregarded; 
Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 
And ſay, Are tars rewe arded ? 
Then oh! protect, &c, 


To them your deareſt rights you owe; 
In peace then «. _ you ſtarve them 2 
What ſay ye, Britzin's ſors— Oh! no; 
Protect them an 1 * rve them: 
Shield them ficm poverty and pain, 
"Its policy to do it; 
Or when grim war mall come again, 
Oh! Britons, you may rue it. 
Then oh! protect, &c, 


A F AVOURITE SONG, 
by Miſs H. M. WILLIAMsS. 


O riches from his icanty itore 
My lover could imparts ; 


N 


He gave a boou ] vained more,. 
He dare me all his heart, * 


e 
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His ſoul ſi incere, his generous worth, 
Right well his boſom move; 
And when aſk'd for bliſs on earth. 
J only meant his love. 


But now from me in ſearch of gain, 
From ſhore to ihore he flies: 
ug wy wander riches to obtain, 
When love is all I prize! 

The - fragal meal, the lowly cot, 
if blefs'd, my love, with thee ; 
That imple fare, that humble lot, 
Were more than wealth to me. 


Vie he the dangerous ocean braves, 
My tears but v ainly flo 

Is pity in the faithleſs w aves, 
To which I pour my woe ? 

The night is dark, the waters deep, 
Yet ſoft the billows ro! ls 

Alas! at ev'ry breeze I weep 
The form is in my ſoul. 


MARY's DREAM: os, SANDY's GHOST. 
Sang by Lis Harwood, at the Queen's Concert. 


1 moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 

A Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the eaſtern ſummit ned 

Her filver light on tow'r and tree; 
py hen Mary laid her down to ſteep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea, 
When ſoft and low a voice was heard 

Say, Mary weep no more for me.“ 


„ She 
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She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
She ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring land, 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye: 
FOLD Mary dear, cold 15 my clay, 
| It hes beneati a ftormy fea, 
Far, far from thee i fleep in death, 
| So Mary weep no more for-me. 
| Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
| We toſs'd upon the raging main, 
| And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave, 
But all our ſtriving was in van : 
E*en then when horror chi'l'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love for wce ; 
Tre ſtorm is paſs'd, and J at reſt, 
So Mary weep no more for me. 


. «ti 
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! 
| O maiden dear, thyſelf prepare, 
| We toon #2 all meet upoa that ſhore, 


Where love 3s 11 e from doubt or care, 4 
And thou and 11 acc part no more: 1 
| Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow lied, 5 
| No more of San dy could the ſee; pv 
N But fofc the pailing ipirit ſaid, . 
Ser Mary weep no more for me. 5 
| . 8 FR 
3 
| FRE MANSION or PEACE. 5 
Sunz by Mr. HAR = 150N, aft the Ducen's Concert. a 
R N Kr | 
ce OFT : — phy „ thy balmy Win 
| Ty 0 breezes hither bring 275 
ier ſiumbers guard, ſome! hand div! ine, 
n watch 1 ker weich a care like mine. ; 


AIR 
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A roſe from her boſom has firay'd, 
I'll feek to replace it with 
But no, *twilf her ſlumbers invade, 
[It wear it, fond youth, next my heart, 
Alas! filly roſe, hadit thou known, 
Twa „ Dapane t tat gave thee that place; 
Thou ne'er from thy ſtation hadit flown, 
Her boſom's the manſon of peace. 


a 
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Sung by Mr. Dix uni. 
7 he Horde by G. A. STEVENS. 
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RIMROSES deck the bank's green ſide, 


1 


HAKESPEARE's SEVEN AGES OF MAN, 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Tune -! In a Foreſt here hard by.) 


UR i=} poet's page 
Says, Ai thc world's a ſtage 3 


And that wen, with ol heir airs, 
Are not £430 more than Pia v7 ers 3 
Where each trics by comic art 
In his turn pluy his part; 
All to keep up tie tarcical ſcene O! 
] nter here, 
Eit there; 
Sta: 1d in view, 
Nie Cl YOur cue 
Hey down, ho down. derry derry down, all to! 
up the iccue G 


Firſt the infant in the ! lap, 
Muling, puli ng, for its pap 
Like 2 chicken that we tr rus, 
He's ſo ſwaddled by his n urſe ; 
Who to pleaſe the puppet tries 
As he giggles and he.cries'; 
All to keep up the farcical icenc O- 
Huſh a bye, 
Wipe an eye; 
Kiſtes pretty, 
| Suck a tetty : 
| Hey down, &c- 
; Next the pretty child of grace, 
With his ſhining morning face; 


With 


h 


1 
With ſatchel on his back, 
To ſchool, alas! muſt pack ; 
But like a ſnail he creeps, 
As o'er his taſk he weeps 
All to keep up the farcical ſcene O! 
Book miſlaid, 
Truant play'd; 
Rod in pickle, 
Bum to tickle : Hey down, &c. 
Next the lover then appears, 
Souſed over head and ears; 
Like lobſters on the fire, 
Sighting, ready to expire; 
With a loop-hole thro? his heart, 
You may thro? it drive a cart ; 
All to fill up the farcical ſcene O ! 
Beauty ſpurns him, 
Paſſion burns him; 
Like a wizard, 


Cuts his gizard: Hey derte 


| Then the ſoldier, ripe for plunder, 


| Ong ſlaughter, blood, and thunder; 
Like a cat among the mice, 
Kicks a duſt up in a trice; 
Talks of blood and ſtreaming veins, 
| $hatter'd limbs and ſcatter'd brains; 
2 to fill up the farcical ſcene O! 
Run to fly, 
Fight or die; 
Helter ſkelter, 
Pop and pelter: 
Hey down, &c. 
Then 


And belly like a butt; 
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T hen a juſtice in his chair, 
With a broad and vacant ftare 
With wig of formal cut, 


Well lin'd with turtle haſh, 
Callipee and callipaſk ; 
Al to fill up the farcical ſcene O! 
Pimp or cull, 
Bawd or trull, 
. At his nod 
Go to quod : 


Hey down, &. 


Next the fl! pper'd pantaloon, 
In life's dull atterncon ; 
Sbrunk ſhank in youthiu! hoſe, 
And ſpectacles on noie ; 

His voice, once big and round, 
Now whiſtles in its ſound ; 


All to fill up the farcical ſcene O . 


Vigouz ſpent, F 
Boay bent; 3 5 - 
Shaking noddle, = = 
Widdle waddle : 2 
_ Hey down, &c. 
Wy Cc 
But the lat act of the play, « 4 


Second childhood leads the way; 3 
And like ſheep that take the rot, 13 
All our ſenſes go to pot; | 5 
Then death among us ſweeps, 
And fo down the curtain drops; 

All to fill up the farcical ſcene O! 


2 

. 
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Laid in ground, 
Glaſs goes round; 
Vicar and Moſes 
Toaſt their noſes: 
Hey down, &c. 


ANACREONTEC SONG, 


By Mr. BanNISTER, 


O Anacreon in heav'n, where he ſat in full 
lee, 
A few Sons Of Harmony fent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the jelly old 
Grecian: 
Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
No longer be mute, 
ce PH lend you my 1: ame, and inſpire you to boot; 
« And beſides, Pl inſtruck you like me to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


The news thro' Olympus immeckately flew, 


When old Thunder e to give himſelf 


airs :; 


If theſe mortals are ſuſcer'd their ſongs to purſue, 


« 'The devil a goddels will tay above ſtairs, 
Hark! already they cry, 
«« In tranſports of joy, 


Away to the Sons of Anacreon we'll fly ; 
And there, with good fellows, we'll icarn to en- 


The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus“ vine. 


4 
L1G ? 


twine 


„The 


1 
« The yellow-hair'd god and his nine fuſty maid; 
« From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee ; 
dalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
4% And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be: 
« My thunder, no fear on't, 
«© Shall ſoon do its errand, 
« And, damn me, I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I 
| warrant ; 
Pl trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine 
“The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.” 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, & Pr ythee ne'er quarrel. 
* Good king of the gods, wi' my vot'ries b 
low; [ rc, | 
ce Your thunder 1s uſeleſs: - then ſhewing his lau- 
Cried, & Sic evitabile 1 you know ! 
c Then over each head F 
«« My laurel I'll ſpread, 1 


« So my Sons from your Crackers, no miſchief cali Þ I. 

dread ; * 

| © Whilſt ſnug in their club-room they joviall/ F 
| wane I. 

ec The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ I 

Next Momus roſe up, with his riſible phiz, * 


And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join: 
« The full tide of harmony Kill ſhould be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laug!, 
ſhall be mine: 
Then, Jove, be not jealous 
«« Of theſe honeſt fellows.” : 
Cried Jove, We relent, ine the truth you row] : | 
tell us; [twineß 
« And {wear by old Styx, that they long ſhall en- 
The myrtle of Fenus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


Le 
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; ve e Sons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand, 
P Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love: 
| *Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 


You've the ſanction of gbds, and the e fiat of Jove. 


While thus we agree, 

Our toaſt let it be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free; 
And long may the Sons of Anacreon entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


1 8 0 N 
| Dy Mr. BannisTeR, 
F life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt, 
You muſt toſs off your wine, if you'd wiſh it 
to laſt; 


| For this bubble may well be deſtroy'd with a puff, 
If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 


if | If life is a flower, as philoſophers ſay, 

Tis a very good hint, underſtood the right way: 
For if life is a flower, any blockhead can tell, 

If you'd have it look freſh, you muſt moiſten it well. 


1 his life is no more than a journey, 'tis ſaid, 
Waere the roads, for moſt part, are confoundedly 
1 bac: lown, 
D Then let wine be our f pur, and each traveller will 
h- That whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 


This world to a Theatre liken'd has been, 
here each man around has a part in the ſcene ; 


hat the more you all drink, boys, the better 
7 act. 


E e This 


is our part to get drunk, and 'tis matter of fact, 


| E 314-3 
This life is a dream, in which many will weep, 
Who have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in thei: 

ſleep : | [be ſaid, 
But for us, when we v ake from our dream, twul 
That the tears of the tankard were all that we ſhed, 
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MON CHER AMI, AMI TRES CHER. 
Sung oy Mr, IN LE DON, at Vauxhall. 
XV ON cher ami, ami tres cher, | | 
I My love ſhall ſoothe tay every care; by 
Thou in return ſhalt ſmile on me, = 
Nor aught but joy our lite ſhall tee, -- 
| Mon cher ami 
Under ſweet friend ſhip's ſacred name, 
Thy breaft hail ſtill retain the flame 
With which it long has glow'd fer me; 
Thy conſtant wedded friend il be, 5 
Mon cher ami 


EA 
*. 


United thus, may every year 

Ihy Lydia grow to thee more dear; 

Nor ſue for pity more from me, 

Nor droop from her who lives for thee, 
” | Mon cher am 


A NEW ANACREONTIC SONG. 


$5 EE oh N . — . 
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Sung by Mr. SEDGW.ck, with great Applati/e, . 
At the ROVYVALTY THEATRE. F 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old ſag 

Preſs'd the fruit of the vintage oft into the 

: bowl; 4 

Which made him forget all the cares of old age, 
It bloom'd in his face, and made happy 9 7 


123 
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Whilſt here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
Tis the liquor of life that each care can controul. 


This jovial Philoſopher taught that the ſun 


Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture and ſoakꝰd u p the rain; 
Whilſt here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
"Tis the liquor of lite, and why ſhould we refrain, 
Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold; 
Vexations in life's buſy day 'twill ele 
Delightful alike to the young and the old: 
Whilſt here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
That every ul may by wine be controul'd. 


THE PAO UGH-B-O TX; 
Sung by Mr. BLANCHARD, in The Farmer. 
FLAXEN-headed cow-boy, as {imple as 
A may be, 
And next a merry plough- boy j whiſtled o'er the 
lea : 
But now a ſaucy footman, I ſtrut in worſted Ia ace, 
And i ſoon 111 be a butler and Wag my jolly face. 
When fteward I'm promoted, 411 ſaip a tradeſ- 
man's bill, 
My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to fill: 
When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man I'll be, 
You'll forget tne little plough- boy that whittled 
o'er the lea. 
Ee 2 I'll 


F 
Pl buy votes at elections, but when I've made 
| me petty. = | Imyſelf: 
J'll ftand poll for the parliament, and then vote in 
Whatever's good for me, fir, I never will oppoſe; 
When al my Ayes are ſold off, why then I'll {ell 


* 


my Noes, 
Pl] bawl, harangus and paragraph, with ſpeeches 
charm the ear, | [ a peer, 


And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then T'll fit down 

In court or city honour fo greut a man I'll be, 

You'll. forget the little plough-boy that whiſtled 
o'er the lea. 


THE ROBIN RED- BREAST, 
| By PETER PIN DAR. 
I ONE bird of eve, whoſe liquid throat 
Delights my ſilent way, 
Who cheereſt with 1 farewell note 
The beam of parting day ; 


The wretch who wanders near the thorn, 
Amid the gath'ring gloom, 

Purſues with ſighs a path forlorn, 
To weep at Cynthia's tomb. 


Come, M'nſtrel of the twilight hour, 

And mourn with me the maid ; 

Thy tend'reft ſong of ſorrow pour 
To ſoothe the gentleſt ſhade, 


— — — — 
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So when thy voice in death ſhall ceafe, 


To leave that lonely tree, | 2 
May red-breaſts pour the ſong of peace, 1 
Of ſweeteſt peace, to thee ! b 


ros GOLDEN DAYS or GOOD QUEEN 


, 


317 J 


BESS. 

Wricten and ſung by Mr. CoLlLINõ, 
Author of the EVENING BRUSH, 
O my muſe give attention, and deem it not 

a myſtery, 


If we jumble together muſic, poetry, and hiſtory 3 
he times to diſplay in the reign of Queen Bels, 


Sir, 


| Whoſe name and whoſe memory poſterity may 


Ny ONO ELSE 
Col 155 FD 
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bleſs, Sir: 


O the golden days of good Queen Bels, 
Merry be the memory of good Queen Bets, 


£ Then we laugh'd at the bugbears of Dons and 


Armadas, 


Wich their gunpowder puffs, and their bluſtering 


bravadoes ; 


For we knew how to manage both the muſket and 


the bow, Sir, 
And could bring down a Spaniard ju! as eaſy as a 
crow, Sir. O the golden days, &&. 


Then our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes 
were thatch'd, Sir, 
Our windows were lattic'd, our Joon ED latch'd, 
Sir; 
Yet ſo few were the folks tllat would plunder and 
rob, Sir, 
That 5 hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, 
ir. 
O the golden days, &c. 
8 Then 


„ 
Then our ladies wien * ruffs tied round about 
the neck faſt, 
Would e up A pound of beef-fteaks for thcir 
break K 1 at 
While a cloſe quilte ed coif their noddles juſt did ft, 
[IN 
\.41 9g 
they traſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the 
. Boe: | | | 


U the golden days, &c. 


Then jerkins, and doublets, and yellow worſted 
ho le, Sir , 

With 5 pair of huge whiſkers, was the dreſs of our 
beaus, Sir; 

Strong beer they preferr'd to claret or to hock, on : 

And no Poultry they priz'd like the wing of : 


O. Xs Sir. 
O the golden days, &c. 


Good neighbourhood was then as plenty too as 
beef, Sir, 

And the poor from the rich ne'er wanted relies, 
dir; . 

While merry went the mill clack, the ſau attle ard 
the p Jew, Sir, 

And honeſt men could live by the ſweat of their 
brow, dir. 


7 


'O tho golden days, &g. 

Then the folks every Sunday went twice at lea? 
to church, Sir, 

And never left the parſon or his ſermon in the 
lur ch, Sir; ; | 


\ 


Cw 


* 


1 


_ 
$oube 


CV 
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| . right examples of glory to thoſe who ſurvive, Sir, 


And may a longer reign of glory and ſucceſs, 


28 
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1 
For they judg'd the ſabbath was for people to be 
good in, 
And they thought it abbath. breaki ing if they din'd 
without a puddin g. 
5 O the golden days, &c. 
'T Kew our great men were good, and our good 
men were Sreat, Jir, 
And the props of the nation were the pillars of the 
"Rate, Sir; 
For the ſovereign and the ſubje& one intereſt ſup- 


hs 


P ortea, 
Ana our powerful alliance by all powers then was 
courted, 
O the 3 days, &c. 
Thus renown'd as they liv'd all the days of their 
lives, Sir, 


May we their d deſcendants purtac the {ame ways, 
Ir, 
That Rang. George, like Queen Beſs. may have 
nis Beiden days, Sir.? 


— —— — — w —ᷣ—y—ͤ— T— Ge © 


Make 1 5 name cclipie the fame. ot $000 Quec; 


Eels. 
PATTY:CLOVER 


ung ty Mr, BLANCHARD, i172 Marian. 


* 7 HEN little on the village-green 
"FS ; 

We play' 95 1 ein to love ner 
She ſeem'd to me ſome Fairy Queen, 


80 


8 44 gat Cl ip p'd J Party Cl ver. 
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With every ſimple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her: 
The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


The faireſt flowers to deck her breaſt, 
I I chole-—an infant lover; 
I ſtole the gold finch from its neſt, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


A VERY. OLD SONG. 
From a ſcarce Copy. 
(Tune, Virgins are lite the fair flower in its luſtre.) 
HAT ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much I love 
ber; „„ 
Thought's heavy burden what language can tell 
Will my ſoft paſſion be able to move her? 
Speaking ſo poorly, tho' feeling ſo well. 


Can ſighs and tears in their ſilence betoken 

_ Halt the diſtreſs this fond boſom muſt know z 

Or will ſhe melt, when a true heart 1s broken, 
Weeps at my ſtory, yet {miles at my woe 


What could I do to ward off the illuſion, 


Fetters affection, and reaſon dilarms ; = £ 
Prudence itſelf but increas'd my confuſion, ; 
Art became nature—at ſight of her charms, 3 
Is there a grace comes not playful before her? N 
Is there a virtue and not in her train ? 3 
Is there a ſwain but delights to adore her? ; 
Pains ſhe a heart but it boaſts of her chain? L 


Could ; 


[ gar | 
Could I believe ſhe'd prevent my undoing, 
Life's gayeſt fancy the hope ſhould renew! 
Or could I think ſhe'd be pleas'd with my ruin, 
Death ſhould perſuade her my ſorrows were true. 


Sure the fair charms her pride would ſurrender, 

When to be gentle were but to be juſt; 

One tear to drop and a tribute ſo tender, 
Pleaſe my ſad ſhade, and give peace to my duſt, 


THE UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 
By P. PIN DAR. 
OA, lovely maid, with down- caſt eye, 
And cheek wich filent ſorrow pale, 
| What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 
{ That heaving tells a mournful tale ? 


Thy tears which thus each other chace, 
HBeſpeak a breaſt o'erwhelm'd wich woe; 
| Thy fighs a ſtorm that wrecks my peace, 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 
Oh! tell me, does ſome favor'd youth, 

| Too often bleſt, thy beanties fight. 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
* That lip and boſom of delight? 

What tho? to other nymphs he flies, 

| And feipns the fond impaſſion'd tear; 
Breathes all che eloquence of ſighs 

That treach'rous won thy artleſs ear; 


| Let not thoſe nymphs thy anguiſh moves, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine; 
| That heart ſhall ne'er be bleſt by love, 

a Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine, 
3 1 Tux 


TUE WOODEN. WALLS or OLD 


ENGLAND 
Sung by Mr, DARLEY, 


7 HEN Britain on her ſea-girt {ſhore 
* Lier white- rob'd Cruias frit addreſs'd, 
ee What ad, *”” the cried, ** ſhall 1 implore : 


3 v 


What beſt defence, by numbers prefs'd : _ 


« Hoſtile nations round thee rue,” 
The myſtic oracles repliec, 
& And view thine Iſle with envious eyes; . 
Their threats defy, their rage deride: 
Nor tear invaſten from your adverſe Gaula; 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden Walls. 


Thine oaks deſcending to the main, 

Vith floating forts hall tem the tides bs 
Aſſerting Britain's s liquid reign, 

Where'er her thund'ring navy rides. 
Nor ics to peaceful arts inclin'd, 

Where Commerce opens all her ſtores, 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 

And join the ſea- divided ſhores: 

Spread, then, thy ſails where naval glory calls, 

Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls, | 


Hail, happy Iſle ! what tho? thy yales 

No vine impurpled tribute yield, 

Nor fann'd with odour- breath! ing pales, 
Nor crops ſpontaneous glad ! the feld; 


Z 8 
n CPs rs, Tt eee. . 
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et Liberty rewards the toil = 
0 Indultry „to labour prone, 
Who jocung p. oughs the grateful ſoil, 
And reaps th © harveſt ſhe has ſown. 
Wile other realing tyrannic fway enthrals, 
Britain s beſt bulvarks are her wooden Walls. ” 


Thus ſpake the bearded ſeer of yore, 
In viſion wrapt, of Britain's fame, 
Ere yet Iberia felt her pow'r, 
Or Gallia trembled at her name, 
Ere yet Columbus dar'd t explore 
New regions riſing from the main, 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Bear then, ye winds, in ſolemn ſtrain, 
This ſacred truth an awe- ſtruck wor. d appals, 
| Britain' s beit bulwarks are ner wooden walls. 
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NOTHING LIKE GRO G. 
Written and furg by Mi.. DIB DIN. 


A PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lu obers, 
% Who tell us to ſaſt and to think, 
+ And patient fall in with life's rabb-rs, 
With nothing but water to diinlk ; 
| Acann of good ſtuff, had they tw igg' dit, 
| Would have ſet them fo: dleafore agog, 
2 And ' ſpite of the rules 
E| Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would have all of *em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 
. 
Z 


— _ = - - 
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My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cried, “ Jack, never be ſuch a ninny 
To drink” —fays I, „Father, your health.“ 
So I paſs'd round the ſtuff—ſoon he twigg'd it, 
And it ſet the old codger agog; 9 
And he ſwigg'd, and mother, FE 
| And ſiſter and brother, | 
Ard I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And iwore there was nothing like grog. 


One day when the chaplain was preaching, 7 
Behind him I curiouſly flunk, %%% ¼ 
And while he our duty was teaching, 1 
As how we ſhould never get drunk, 
Itipt him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
Which ſoon ſer his rev'rence agog; 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwige'd. 
And I. gg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, . 
And iwore there was nothing like grog. 1 
Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking 1 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave; F 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 1 
And makes e'en the valiant more brave. 5 
For me, from the moment I twwigg'd it, 4 
The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agog; + 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
Ire conftantly ſwigg'd it, 
And, damme, there's nothing like grog. 
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AN-APOLOGY 
ON BEING ASKED TO SING. 
 ( To any Tune the dinger uſes. F 


E aſk for a ſong, and indeed I'm quite ſorry 
I cannot oblige the good company here, 


For ſhould I begin, you would find in a hurry, 


The gueſts would depart, and the coaft would 


be clear. | 
They could not fit fill, for to have their ears 
| peſter'd 
With ſuch horrid notes, but away they would 
run 


To ſome lone deſert or valley ſequeſter'd, 
And give that the preference fifty to one. 
Yet, ſince you're ſo defirous to hear me, 
I now will comply, and endeavour my beſt, _ 
But I ſure ſhall be laugh'd at by thole who fit 
near me, | 
And thoſe afar off will but make me their jeſt, 


A ſhepherd attending his flocks on the mountain — 
O dear, that's too high for my voice by a tone. 
A ſhe; herdeſs ſat by the fide of a fountain— 


And this is ſo low, I ſhall never get down, +» Þ 


But (with your permiſſion) I'il try at another; 

When echo's ſhrill voice made the æuαοαν]7 ring: 
Oh! this is (if poſibl-) worſe than the Vother, 

80 I beg you'll excuſe me, for taith Ican'r ng. 
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A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mis FONTENELLE, in the neav Opera of 


'Fhe Highland Reel. 
(Tune —T he boy with the white cockade.) 
HO? I am now a very little lad, 
It fighting men cannot be had, 
For want of a better I may do, - | 
To follow the boys with a rat-tat-too 
I may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, | 
And tho' not much of me, I'm right good fluff; 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can, 
J never was afraid to ſee my man. 
| I'm achicka-biddy, ſee, 
Take me now, now, now, 
A merry little he 
For your row-dow-dow ! 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, oh there's my joy, 
With my knapſack at back, like a roving boy. 


In my tartan plaid, a young ſoldier view, 
My hfilibeg and dirk, and bonnet blue; 


Give the word and I'll march where you command, 
Noble ferjeant, with a ſhilling then ftrike my hand, 


My captain, when he takes his glaſs, 
May like to toy with a pretty lais, 
For ſuch a one | have a roguiſn eye, 
He'll ne'er want a girl when J am by, 


Im a chicka-biddy, ee, Se. 


Tho' a barber has never yet mow'd my chin, 
With my great broad-ſword ] long to begin, 
Cut, ſlaſh, ram-dam, oh, glorious run! 


18 gun. 7 228 chance mo It -O 
Vor a gun, pip-pop, change my little pop-gus, 
4 n 


The foes ſhall fly like geeſe in flocks, 
E'en Turks I'd drive like turkey -cock 
Wherever quarter'd I thall be, 
Oh, zounds | how Þ ll kiſs my landlady. 
| Pm a Cicke bit Ay, ſee, Go 


A FAVORITE COMIC SONG 
Sung by Mr. Epwir, in The Highland Reel. 


HEN I've money Jam merry, 
When I've none l'm very ſad, 


When I'm ſober 1 am civil, 


4 By accident I tear a cap. 


When I'm drunk I'm roaring mad. 
With my fal lal idle tum, 
Likewiſe toodle reedle tum, 
Not forgetting tither-ti; 
find alſo foldereodle-am, 


* When diſputing with a puppy, 
I convince him with a rap; 
And when romping with a girl, 


. "WP ; 1 
1th my / a! ial, * 


Gadzooks! I will never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 


vet I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me. 


7 mk my Fal l al 5 . 
There's s 2 maiden in a corner, 


5 Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 


ne and | drink tea together, 

But no matter, Sir, for that. 
With my ful la!, 

£72 
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1 
If this maiden be wi h bairn, 
As 1 do ſuppoſe ſhe be, 
Like good pappy I muſt learn 
To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
With my fal tal, Oc. 


THREE FAVOURITE SONGS, 


The fo lowing Stanzas avere æuritten by G. Col. 
MAY, Jun B11. and ſung by Mrs. BILLINGTOXN, 
in the cha: acter of Yarico. 


(J und een Mary's Lamentation.) 

J SiGH when 1 look all around, 

_ Unhappy mutt here be my lot; 
Where @1ccs ſo fair can be found, 

A poor Indian maid is forgot. 

Can you think on a beauty to brown, 

If your eyes on a boſom ihculd rove, 
That's as white and as ſmooth as the down 

'That grows on the wings of the dove ? 


How oft the bright ſtar, as we roſe, 
Ve mark'd as it ſhrunk from the day, 
Still paler and paler it grows, 
Then feeble and faint Wes away. 
Of beauties that dazzle beware, 
Its love, with. your Yar fly, 
Or, alas! ſhe'll be loſt in the glare, 
Confeſs her faint luſtre—and die. 


Tntroduced 
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Introduced in the Opera of INKLE and VARIO, 
At the Theatre Royal Covent Garden, 


Written by Mr. CoLMan, Jun. 


Sung by Mr. JOHNSTONE, in the Char acter of 


Inkle, 
WH: AT citadel fo proud can ſay, 


No force ſhall move, no foe moleſt, 


Ev'n Prudence, ſurly guard, gives way, 
When warmer paſſions guard the breaſt. 
Vainly „I ſaid, in calmer hour, | 
What ſhock can ſteady Caution know? 
Alas ! I felt not then the power 
Of Gratitude and Y arico. 


The hoary precept cold and ſlow, 
Awhile its influence may 1mpart, 
But Paſſion beaming, melts the ſnow 
Which Caution ſcatters on the heart, 
Tho? long in frozen maxims arm'd, 
At length I felt my boſom glow, 
Diſſolv'd in tenderneſs, when harm d 
With Gratitude and Yarico. - 


FF 
By the ſame. 
* IMPLICITY, thou tavourite child 


Of heay'vly nature, chaſte and mild, 


Sweet guard of playful youth; 
Thy nakedneſs is thy defence, 
Thy filent geſture eloquence ; 

| Thy eloquence 15 rrath, 
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Ah, ſay, then, who could injure thee ? 
Nature's lov'd babe Simplicity, 
So ſweet, ſo chaſte, ſo mild; 
The worſt of wretches, who has not 
Thy parent's traces long forgot, 
Could never hurt its child. 


A NEW SONG. 
GE Love's like the Roſe, both for ſweets 


and for bloom,“ 
Said Fulia, and laid the fair flow'r on her breaf: 
*© Your beauties are mine; in my heart you'll find 
room.“ 
Cricd fac, whilſt its fragrant damaſk ſhe preſod. 


But ſoon— * too ſoon is the extacy o'er ; 
The ſweet fleeting pleature is baniſh'd for pain! 
Her lovely white boſom was crimſon'd with gore, 
A tharp thorn had pierc'd where the jwect flow'r 
had lain. 


Di ving in tears, again doth ſhe cry, 
Thou, Roſe, art like LOVE tor thy treach'ry 
too: 
«« For one moment of joy, now with anguiſh I die, 


ot Unpity'd, forſaken, and ruin'd by you.” 


RESTRAIN'D FROM THE SIGH T OF My 
DEAR, 


3 by Mi LEARY, at Vauxhall. 
ES TRAIN'D from the ſight of my dear, 
No object with pleaſure 1] ſee; 
Tho? thouſands around me appear, 
The world's but a deſert to me, 


4 


1 
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In wain is the verdure the verdure of Spring) 
The trees dreſt jo blooming, Jo blaming and gay; 
The birds thy? they whijtle, they avhijtle and fing, 
. 7 
Delight not while Damon's away, 
S 2 


25 
x 
1 


* 
* 
. 
1 


Reclin'd by a ſoft murm'ring ſtream, 
Jweeping diſburden my care; 
T tell to the rocks my fond theme, 
When echo but ſoothes my deſpair. | 
In vain is the verdure, Cc. 


Ye ſtreams, that ſoſt murmuring flow, 
Convey to my love every tear; 
Ye rocks, that reſound with my woe, 
Repeat my complaints in his ear. 
In vain is the Verdun, Oe. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


EE r ſing bluſh of op'ning day, 

= Now cheers the traveller forlorn, 
Who views with joy the pleaſing ray _ 
That gilds approaching ruddy morn. 
While hapleſs Kate is frantic wild, 

In tears bemoans her abſent mate; 
| She once in peace the hours beguil'd, 
T ho' now forlorn—alas, poor Kate! 


r 


Tuhoſe pleaſing treſſes, which ſo oft 
© Hung careleſs o'er her lovely neck, 
Diſplaying beauties fair and ſoft, 
That ſure a princeſs' form might deck, 


Are 


1 2 1 
Are now no more; for tidings come, 
Her lover s wreck'd! O cruel fate! 
She droop'd her head, and never more 
Did imile again—alas, poor Kate! 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


| Sung by Mr. Mzappws, at Sadler's Wells, is 
the April Foot. 


Fritten y Mr. ROBSON, 


ILL éfirſt I lovely Nancy knew, 
: From fair to fair Pd rove ; 
I figh'd and flaucr'd, prov'd untrue, 
A ſtranger then to love. 


In every ſhape, in every face, 
New beauties did I ſce; 
Perfection I could never trace, 1 


Till I firſt look'd on thee. 


In thee I ev'ry beauty find, 
Far wore than Nature told, 


BW 2 

A Venus ſace, Minerva's mind, i . 
The graves all behold. | 

Till now I ne'er a paſſion knew, : 

1 foll'cs to reprove, | 1 
As to the pole the needle true, LI 

Thy Henry now will love. # $i 
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TIMES GO BY TURNS, 


A curious old Song by ROBERT SOUTHWELLs 


HE lopped tree in time may grow again, 

1 Moſt naked plants renew both fruite and 
flower, 

Ihe ſorrieſt wight may find releaſe from paine, 

The dryeſt ſolle ſucke in ſome moyſt' ning ſhower. 

Times goe by turns, and chaunces change by courſe, 

From foul to faire ; from better lap to worle, 
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The ſea of fortune doth not for ever flow, 
Shee draws her favours to the loweſt ebbe, 
Her tides have equall times to come and goe; 
Her loome dothe weave ye fine and coarſeſt 
webbe. 
No joy ſo great but runneth to an end, 
No hap fo hard but may in fine amend, 


af 


f 
: 


Not alwaies fall of leave, nor ever ſpring, 
Ddoä endleſs night, nor yet eternal day; ; 

\ The ſaddeſt birds a ſeaſon find to ſing, 
Ihe rougheſt ſtorme a calme may ſoon allay. 
Thus with ſucceeding turns God tempereth all, 
That men may hope to rue, yet feare to fall. 


As chaunce may win ye by miſchaunce was loſt, 
| That nct that holds no great takes little fich. 
In ſome things a, in ſome ane is croſt. 
Fewe all they need, but none have all they wiſh. 
| Unmeddled joys heere to no man be fall, 
Who leaſt, hath ſome, who molt hath never all. 
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A FAVOURITE SONNET, 
Py, her Grace? the Dutcheſs of DEVONSHIRE. 


B me flowers, and bring me wine, 
Boy attend thy maſter's call; 
Round my brows let myrtles twine, 
At my feet Jet roſes fall. 
Breathe in ſofteſt notes the flute, 
Form the ſong and ound the lute ; 
Let thy gentle accents flow 
As the v hiſpering Zephyrs blow. 
Sorrow would arnoy my heart, 
But I hate its banetul ſting 3 
Joys ſhall chate the rapid dart, 
For I will laugh, and I will ſing. 
What avails tie down-calt eye? 
Whit avails the tear, the ph? | 
Wny ſhould grief obſtruct our way, 
Wnen we live but for a day? | 


A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG, 
HSung at the Beef-Steak Club. 
_ (Tune—Flw thou regal purple ſtream.) 


M IRTH admit us of thy crew, 
What have we with care to do ? 
While we hve let us employ 

Every hour in mirth and joy. 

Puſh the ſparkling goblet round, 

For in that true joys are found ; 

Wine's the cordial of tne ſoul, 


Revel on without controul. 


e 


ql 3 
Let old dotards be ſevere, 
Treat us with a cynic ſncer ; 
Still we'll quaff while thus we may, 
Fate mayn't have another day ; 
Envy's lelf ſhall never dare 
In our joys to ip terfere. 
Drink and quaff with amorous fire, 
Lill with pleaſure we expire. 


ARNO V A LE; 
Sung by Mrs, IL IFF, ct Vauxhall. 


N Yarrow Vale, by Yarrow fiream, _ 
Where love and youth and beauty ſtray, 
Oft thro' the twilight's waving gleam 

Sweet Mary trac'd the dewy way. 

She lov'd the meads, the tow'ring trees, 

Ihe fanning of the weſtern gale, 
et ſigh'd for ſomething ſtill to pleaſe, 
In Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale, 


In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 
| Sweet pleaſure reigns,” ſhe penſive {aid ; 
Here ſhades indulge the ſhepherd's dream, 
And Zephyrs foothe the ſlumb'ring maid, 
While I in languor range each grove, 
Liſt'ning the lonely woodlark's wail, 
And the woods unheeded rove, 
Buy Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale.” 
In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ftream, 
Nature his friend, his guardian love, 
er Colin, beneath the moon's ſoft beam, 


, Had follow'd Mary thro' the grove. 


Þ, 

* * 
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He Jook*d—hhe bluſh'd; he ſpoke - ſhe ſigh'd: 
No words are made to tell the tale. 

« O charming meads and groves !”? ſhe cricd, 
„By Yarrow ſiream, in Yarrow vale,” 


A FAY OURTTE AIX. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, in the Thghland Rec], 
LD England ! great in arts and arms, 
For manly worth and female charms 
Renown'd has ever been: 
And now the care of bounteous Heaven, 
Has to happy Albion given 
A gracious King and Queen. | 
Ia their royal progeny, our deren profpecÞ 
{mile : 
The fair poſſeſs'd of every grace, 
And in the generous ſons we trace 


The guardians of our iſle, 


On Creſſy's plains an Edward fought, 
A captive King to London brought ; 
T'was there his glories ſhone ; 
Tho' terrible in TA ba he 
Could ſhew by god-like clemency, 
He grac'd the wreath he won. 
Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we're rea 
for the field; | 
To find a Creſſy ſtill in France, 
A royal Frederick wields the lance, Ex 
And holds Britannia's ſhield. 


t Fame record Eliza's days, 1 
r trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, | 


The Grand Armada ſee : 


ITT « 


1 


The Invincible ſhe overcame, 

And Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, 
By Britons great and free, 

Old Neptune thus, exulting, to Royal William 

ſpoke : | | 

ce If woman once could guard my realm, 
What triumph now, when at my helm 

I place a heart of oak! my royal heart of oak!“ 


MAY MORNING. 
A NEW SONG, 
(Tune— O'er mcerlands and mountains, &c.) 


HEN May morning uſhers the ſweets 4 
the {pring, 
And Nature is ſmiling around; 


. When the birds in the woodlands moſt charmingly 


ling, 

And with beauty each proſpect is crovwn'd, 
Then, then with fair Phillis I happily ftray 
O' er meadow, or ſweet-ſcented vale 

In tendereſt accents my paſſion convey, 
| While health I imbibe from each gale. 


The nymphs of the village and ſhepherds all] Js 
The ſports of the da to proleng ; 

Each boſom then glows with a rapture divine! 
And echo reſponds to each ſong. 

With ribbons and Howrets the may- pole is crown'd, 
Young and old then all jocund advance; 

Each face with a ſinile of good humour 1s found, 

While the tabor beats up to the dance. 
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What fe! licity now thro' the village is ſeen, 
Feſtivity reigns in each mind 3; | 
What ſhouts when my Pnillis is choſe the May 
queen, 
More than pleaſures of 8 refin'd ! 
Here Nature is feen, unaſſiſted by art, 
No ſplendor, no pomp, and no pride; 
The eye ſpeaks the language at once of the heart, 
Nor the tender ſahute is denied. 
Wich native ſimplicity, eaſy and gay, 
Thus contant we baſs away time; 
We revel at night, 1e toll all the day: 
Such mirth can . ne*er deem'd a crime. 
On the cheeks of the laſſes the lity and rote 
Are blended delightful to view; 
We hu bour to thought which we dare not diſcloſe, 
o with care we have nothing to do. 


WHEN THE FAN ICY STIRRING BOWL, 
Written by Capt. MoR RIS. 
gang at the Beef-Steak Club, aud at the 
Anacrcontic Society. 
(Tune - Mrs. Caſey. ) 
V HEN the fancy ſtirring bowl 


Wakes its worid of plcaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And life's an endleſs treaſure, 
Mem'ry decks my waſted h. ar t, 
Freſh with gay deſires; 
Rays divine my 1 dart, 
And kindling Hope inſpires. 


o 
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Then who'd be grave, 


TY hen wine can ſawe 
T he heavie/t foul from ſinking 3 

And magic grapes 

Give angel {+a 25 
To ery ger, ace re ariniing ? 
Here ſweet Benignity and Love 

Shed their influence roun d me, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 

And leave me as they found me. 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 

Still to Nature's feeling, 
Peace and Beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 

Then who'd be grave, Cc. 


On Youth's ſoft pillow tender Truth, 
Her penſive lion taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of Vouth, 
And Wiidom wak'd and caught me. 
A bargain then * u Love I knock'd, 
To hold tne plealing giniey, 
nen wile to keep my beſom lock'd hs - 


But turn tue kcy when 15 
Nen aua be grave, c. 


When time aſſuag'd my heed neurt, 
The grey- -beard bird and fanple 
Forgot to cool c: 2 line part 
Jad lluch'd by Lucy's dimp! e. 
That part's en5agh oi auty's type 
Fo warm ar. noneſt 40 ow; 
And tiida' it touch me nt when ripe, 
It racks fil While I'm mellow. 
1 ben «120d be grave, 
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Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
It may be ſo to Pride or Care, 
That's nota ſea I ride in: 
Here floats my {oul, till Fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, 
Bright worlds, that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. | | 
Then who'd be grave, Ts 


THE INDIFFERENT LOVER. 


E ASE me no more, nor think I care 
Tho? monarchs bow at Kitty's ſhrine, 

Or powder'd coxcombs woo the fair, 

Since Kitty 15 no longer mine, 


Indifferent, ?tis alike to me, 
If my favourite dove be ſtole, 
Whether its dainty feathers be 
Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 


If not for me its bluſhing lips 

The roſe-bud opens, what care I 
Who the od'rous liquid fips, 
The king of bees, or butterfly? 


Like me, the Indian of Peru, 
Rich in mines of golden ore, 
Dejected ſees the merchant's crew, 
Traniport it to a foreign ſhore, 


Seeks the ſlave deſpoil'd to know, 
Whether his gold, in ſhape of lace, 

Shine on the coat of birth- day beau, 
Or wear the ſtamp of George's face! 


A FA- 
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A FAVOURITE COMIC: SONG, 
Sung &y Mr. Epwix, in the Battle of Hexham. 
(Tune Ade an. Altcration.) 


N an old quiet Pariſh, on brown, healthy, old 


moor, 
Stands my maſter's old 18 whoſe old threſnold is 
wore 


Witn many an old friend, wao for liquor would roar; 

And J uncork'd the od therry-- that I had taſted 
before. 

But it was in moderation, &c. 


There Thad an old quiet Panter of the ſervants 
was the head, | 

And key t the ke y of the old cellar, and old plate, 

and c 15555 d the br 0% bread: 

If an gd. old barrel was milling, it was eaffly ſaid, 

That the very old! decr was ond mern ing found dead. 

But this was in moderation, &c. 


But we had 2 good old caftom when the weck did 


c 
0 


To ſhew by my accounts I had not waſted a pin; 
For my Lord, tho! gh he was bountiful, thought 
Walte was a fin, 

And never woulu lay out much, but when my lady 
la in. 

But mill it was in moderation, &c. 

Good lack! good lack! how once Dame Fortune 

did frown ! 

I left my ald quiet pantry, to trudge from town to 

on ; | 
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Worn quite off my legs in ſearch of thumps, bobs, 
| and cracks on the croan ; 


I was fairly knock'd up, and very near foully 
kyock'd down. 


Alteration | Oh! it was a wonderful alteration ! 


A FAT AED R11-% EM 
By J. W. CAI cor, M. B. 
Inu the Battle of Hexham. 
WE N Arthur firſt in court began 


To wear long hanging flceves, 


He entertain'd en ſerving-men, 
And a 1 of them were thie ves. 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
Ihe ſecond was 2 Scot, 
The third he was a Welchman, 
And all were knaves, JI wot. 
The Iriſhman jov'd uvſquebavion, 
The Scot lov'd ale, call'd blue cap; 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 
And made his mouth like a mou 2-trap. 


Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſn man, 
Ihe Scat was drown'd in ale; 


The Welchman had like to've been choak'd with 


a mouſe, 


But he pull'd her out by the tail. 
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; A NEW U MIC SONG. 
, | Sung by Ir. E D/ N, 71 tie Same. 
W 5 a valiant hero ? 
Beat the Urum, 
| Hel. come—Row de dow, &c. 
| Nothing does he fear, O! 
"> 1 1 his life, 

V 11112 the fl fe e 
Twittle, twittle, twero; 
4 Row de dow, de dow, 

Tuittle, twittle, twere. 


4 


Havock ſplits his car O 


Groans abound, 
'Frumpet ſound; 

Ran tan, tan ta, rero, 

Iwittle, tittle, twero. 

3 Then the ſcars he'll bear O! 

& Muſquets roar, 
Small ſhot pour; 

Rat a tat. too, tero, 

Pop, pep, pop, 

Twittle, twittle, twero. 

What brings up the rear O! 
In comes Death, 

Stops his breath, 

Good bye vallant hero! 

Twittle, twittle = Ir 2 1875 

Pop, POP, pop; Row, de dow, &c. &c. 


| 0 SONG 
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| SONG axp CHORUS or VILLAGERS, 
In the Battle of Hexham. 


FIRST: VIELAGER: 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
luſt'ring Winter paſſes by; 
Merry Spring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody; 
I hear him !-—hark! 
ihe merry lark 
Cails us to the new-raown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


SECOND "VILLA \G EE» 


When the golden ſun appears, 
On the mountain's ſurly brow z 
hen his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now. — 
hen, then— Oh, hark! 
'Fhe merry lark 
Call us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay, 


THIRD: ieren! 


When the village-boy to field 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs 

Feiga ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 
Yet gets her tumble on the graſs : = 

| Then, then Oh hark! 1 

| The merry lark, | 

F While they tumble in the hay, 

Pipes atone his roundelay. 


FOURTH 


E 38 


N 
FOURTH  VILLAGERy 
What are honovrs ? What' sa court? 
Calm content is worth them all; 
Our ho: our lies in cudgel ſport, 
Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball. 


But then, — Oh hark 
The merry lark 


Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


8 

Introduced in the perf rfermance of the Agreeabie 

Surprize, at Lord Sandwich's Theatre. 

HF ritten by 2 Gentleman of Cam br ids OE, 

A BLOOMING flow er my Chloe ls 

Her tovely breaſt to deck, 
Leſs fra rant than her breath the 5 
Leſs beautedus than her cheeks. 


A bee, attracted : by the flower, 
The honey flew to ſip; 
He left the charmer of an hoar, 


And perch'd on Chloe's lp. 


Too ſoon my fair one felt the ſmart, 
She (truck che ſpoiler down; 

Whilſt gentle pity ral'd her heart, 
Ra e tai ht her brow to 88 


* Haus mercy, lovely maid !”? ſaid I 
Fac emden thief forgive! 
« If all who thee adore mut tie, 


© © think how few would live! 125 
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| ON TRE RACE-HORSE. 
CEE the ball-room thick crouded, the dance 1s 


1 begun, © | 
Hear, thro? the bright circle, what {oft murmurs 
runs * | 


A thouſand gay characters float in the maze, 

Lords, gamblers, fine ladies, all keep up the gaze: 

While with neck like a ſwan, and with high beating 
breaſt, | 

With waiſt nicely taper'd, and form'd to be preſs'd; 

Scarcely touching the floor, full of frolic and game, 

The elegant fair one firſt challenges fame. 


Now the Park's thickly throng'd, the high phaeton 
ſee, 

The delicate hunter. gilt coach, vis-a-vis; 

Each grace, and each charm, every party diſplays, 

And faihion peeps forth in a thouſand ſweet ways; 

While alike fitly bred {or the ball- room or courſe, 

The phaeton to drive, or to curb the fleęt horle 

By this time fair Virtue's an obſolete word, 

And the elegant fair one is kept by a loid. 


Grown ſtale, ſomewhat aged, unfit for my lord, 
Pevoid of all paſſion, her appetite's cloy'd ; 
While beaux and box-fwellers her pedigree trace, 
Tell wnoſe the has been, from the pgruom to his 
grace; ot [ o'er, 
And what ſtyle ſhe has liv'd in with pleaſure count 
As they Joiter their time at ſome bagnio docr. 
While with poverty ſunk, and diſeaſes weigh'd down, 
The elegant fair one's a girl of the town, 
At 
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„ ENCES: 
85 (Tune - Pr a good hearty fellow.) 
F VASayouny ſhew-poy, and came from Tuke's 
1 Place, ; 1 = 
And vas ſhtand near Shaint Pauls, vid a ferry 
doo grace; + © 
A merchant I am in the moſt ſhort of ware; | 
And vill, ven I can't theat, deal honeſt, Ifh ſhwear, 
2 Py a roll of pomatum, de beiht to be ſhold, 
None petter in London youſh ever behold ; 
Den here's a rollers all cheap for to curl up de hair, 
And ven I can't ſheat, Vil deal honeſt, Ith ſhwear. 
I've ſhealing vax too, viſh I vow and proteſt 
Is of right Holland make, and dat ſure is de peſt ; 
Burns vell, and houds valt, you vill find I declare, 
i And if I can't ſheat, il deal honeft, Iſh ſhwear. 
have ſhoice of fine ſnpectacles, likeviſe you'll 
=. find; | 
Such glaites will make a man ſhe dat is blind; 
Let tho' I'm a Shew-boy, I vow and declare, 
hat ven I can't heat, I'll deal honeſt, Iſh ſhwear. 


Pad ſhillings you vill likeviſe be found dat I'ſh buy, 
nd in many more tings, few is equal to I; 

Noe glaſs to try money if good I declare, 

nd ven! can't ſheat, Þil deal honeſt, Ih hwear. 
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De pencil I've got made of ferry ps 
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Den deal vid de Shewspoy, 
Dat ven I can't ſheat, III 


1 po and his 
honeſt," 11h ſhwear, 


AN ENGLISHMAN MAY TURN, MAY 
VEER. 
By Mr. DIB DIN. 


N Engliſhman may turn, may veer, 
Nor from each drift of pation, 
Whim, or caprice, more ſafely ſteer, 
Than any other nation. 


CHORUS. 
But in his heart a compaſs fair, 
The vellel. of the owner | 
Guides ſafely, for the needle there 
Points to the magnet Honour. 


An Engliſhman he has no pow'r 
To feign or put diſguiſe on; 
May gloomy look, dull, grave, and low'r, 
Juſt like his own horizon. 
But in his heart a compaſs fair, &c. 


% 0 THY. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mrs. JORDAN, in the Virgin Unmaſk'd, 
8 I was a walking one morning in May, 
A I heard a young damſel to ſigh and to ſay, 
My true love has left me, 'twas but yeſterday 
Ee took his leave of me, and lo y went away, 


TI 


The? 


1 
The very next time that I did him ſee, 

He vow'd to be conſtant, be conſtant to me; 
I aſked his name, he made this reply, | 
« "ws; 1, M, O, T., H, . 


« My father's poſſeſs'd of five hundred a year, 

| And I am his daughter and only heir, 

| Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me, I tcar, 
If I marry with Y, O, U, my dear.” 
Says he, If you'll wed me, pray tell me your mind, 
A huſband Pl make you both tender and kind; 
And now to the church, my 1 let's repair, 


Ne er mind your F, A, I H, E, R.“; 


They went to the church, and were married, they 
ſay, 

And went to the father the very ſame day; 
Saying, © Honour'd father, we tell unto thee 
That we are M, A, R, R, I, E, D.“ 
With that the old codger began for to Rare; 
«© You've married my daughter and only leir; ; 
But ſince it is fo, to it I comply 


With F, I, M. O, I, H, .“ 


A NEW MEDLEY. 
By R. P. 


E AR Sir, this brown jug, 
That now foams with 21 ale, 
Ont of which you now drink 
To ſweet Kate of thc vale, 
Was once 
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J 'o borrow or to 
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An old woman cloathed in grey, 

Whoſe daughter was charming and young; 
She us'd for to nioiſten her clay, 

And as ihe ſat drinking ſhe ſung 


Lud, what care I for mam or dad? 


Let them ſcold or bellow : 


For while I hve, Vil love my lad, he is ſuch —— 1 


A monſter in England's a very fine ſhow, 
Only ſtick up a bill, and away we all go; 
A pig or a dog is {ure of applauſe, 

But now we delight you with 


The laſs of Patic's Mill, ſo bonny, blithe, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, has ſtole my ——— 

Pounds, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 

I have at my fingers end ; 

And how to ſell, and how to buy, 


Go vind the vicar of Taunton Dean, 


And he'll tell, the bands were aſk'd; 
A good fat capon he had for his pains, 


And I ſent it home 


About twenty years ago, 
Ally Croaker made a great noiſe ; 
It was ſung about the ftreets 
By the little dirty boys. 
Tho! her face was more fair than any yellow oker 


I'll fing a better ſong, I think, about. 


Young Lubin was a ſhepherd's boy, 
Fair Roſale a ruſtic maid; 

They look'd, they lov'd, each other's joy, 
Together they= 


: | Went 


4 
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Weat up Holborn hill in a cart; 
They went up Holborn-hill, 

At St. Giles's drank their fill, 
And at'I'yburn made their will in 
A voyape over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 

Had I known but on which fide to butter my bread, 
Het: h-ho, ſure 1 for hunver muſt die; 

I've ſail'd like a booby, come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas! — 


There's no doubt, but you've heard of the famous 


Lord Croaker, 
A very great man, and a very great joker; 
In the courie of my ditty, you'll {ind it is true, 
As the ſtory was told 


* 


By moon-lipht, on tae green, 
Wher «lags and lailcs tray 

How {weet the bloſſom beau, 
How tweet the new made hay, 

But not to me fo ſweet 
The bloſtoms on the thorn, . 

As when my lad I meet, 

More treſh th an—— 


The Britiſh Lion 15 N hn, 
A roaring trade I drive on 
Right Englith uſage—and {i conch wine, 
A landlady may tartve on. 
At table d*hote, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle; 
For while to me they bi g tue chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes gingle. 
Your rino rattle, &c. &c. 


LI u 3 


Sung 


— gg 6rd AA. > 
—— 
— 


. A a EY — 


— 


> $—<- = — 2 he 


— — 


I = = N ah 
4 "I — > — P — — 
— — * — 
= — — * > : 


— —_ 


— ne ee — 
—— 


— 


— 
DPI .-1 DM 


— 


* — 


——— — 
— % 
_ 2 >. | 


B 


Sung by Mr. IN LE DON, at Vauxhall. 


N ftorms when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings fly, 
In mitt of all theſe dire alarms, 


I think, my Sally, on thy charms. 


The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 

My ardent paſſion prove, 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 

I'd think on thee, my love. 


When rocks appear on ev'ry fide 

And art is vain the ſhip to guide, 

In varied ſhapes when Death appears, 

The though: of thee my boſom cheers. | 

| 8 The troubled main, &c. &c, 


But ſhould the gracious Pow'rs be kind, 
| Diſpe! the gloom and ſtill the wind, 

| And waſt me to thy arms once more, 

| date to my long lolt native ſhore 3 


No more the main 

I's tempt again, 

| But tender joys improve; 
| I then with thee | 


Should happy be, 
Ard think on nought but love. 
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ON POOR JACK. 


By Mr. BARTON. 


EAR Polly, no longer in abſence complam, 
While far o'er the ocean | jail; 
I never yer dreaded the ſtorms on the main, 
But whiſtl'd or ſung to the gale : 
I 1 5 ſail'd to the Eaft, I have (aid to the Weſt, 
o the North, and the South, I have been; 
No 3 alarm'd me, no fear fill'd my breait, 
And fafs I returned again: 
My love fill'd my mind {till wherever 1 ny 
And my courage was never a-back 
For I thought the good Cupid would make her 
Content, 


And preſerve my dear Poli for Poor JACK. 


So now ' tis my lot for to quit you once more, 
To fight with the inſolent foe; 

Yet make yourlen happy, dear Poll, on the e 
For fate wil! protect me I know: 
eath ſhoots his ſharp arrow o'er Go and o'er land, 
Wy it ignites, not where we die; 

Tis in vain to repine, when he gives his command, 
It will all be as one þy and by : 

Perhaps you may die, while I fail far away, 
If you ſhould, may I never come back! 
For I never, I'm ſure, ſhould ſurvive that {ad day, 

Which takes away Poll from Pook Jack. 


But 


= 
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Hut away with ſuch thoughts, they are ſoes to ike 


brave, 
PI! think not of what is to come; 
For glory, and honour, each ſon of the wave, 
Will fight or will round the world roam: 


Ihe winds may pipe loud, and the billows may 


roar, 
The rocks and the ſands may appear; 

Yet love will protect me, I'm certain and ſure, 
Once more to return to my dear: 

Then mark what I ſay, and believe it is true, 
Wich grief ne'er be taken a- back; 

As Cupid will ſurely protect me for you, 

And Poll for her honeſt Poor Jack, 


Then once more farewel, as the wind it fits fair, 


And the veſſe) ſhe caſts for the fea ; 

'Then cheer up your courage, and never deſpair, 
And whimper no longer for me: 

My heart ſhall be conſtant wherever J go, 
Each doubt and ſuſpicion is vain ; 

J fear not the ocean, I fear not the foe, 
Hope ſays, I nail come fate again: 

And Cupid, whatakes all true lovers in tow, 

From danger will keep me a-back ; 

For he will protect me ior Poll, I we:l know, 

And Poll for her honeſt Poor Jack. 


ENNCONSTAMNCY; 
(To the Tune of— Rag-# ar.) 
SHAW ! tell me not the girl is trail, 
I like her, faith! the better; 


And if inconkancy's her tale, 


She'll ind me not her debtor, 
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I never yet beheld the laſs 
Who wanted pow'r to charm me 
If young, ſhe all her fjex jurpaſs, 
Il, ſhe'll never harm ine. 


For ev'ry woman | behold 
A ſimile I pilfer; 
If re her hair, 1 vow *tis gold, 
If white, I ſwear 'tis t; 
If /ean, ſhe's flender as the doe, 
| It fat, ſhe's plump as marrow 
If crooked, ſhe's like Cupid's bow, 
| If Fraight, ſhe's like his arrow, 
If zall, ſhe's like the green of /owe, 
If ww, ſhe's very pretty 3 ; 
If kind, ſhe's ke the furtle dowve, 
If cro/5, ſhe's very wwitiy ; 
In ſhort, my heart's ſo prone to range, 
So well 1 love to ramble ; 
That—** Since 'tis Nature's law to change,” 
I'll follow her example. 


o 
un oduced by Mrs. JorDan, in the part of Polly 


Honey combe. 
1 
HEN late the wretched youth 
Breath'd vows of endleſs truth, 
4 All on the bare boards kneehng— 
| Coreting —fobbing=—fghing, 
 Kidſt flames and torments dying, 
| Sure it was wond'rous feeling! 
| Ah! pity the wretched youth. 
ver | Oh! 


* 


1 
II. 


Oh! had you heard him ſwear, 
And call me Cruel fair, 
So adverſe to his loving; 3 
His hair all fruntic tearing, 
His eyes with madneſs glaring, 
You'd ſay it was wond'rous moving, 
And pity the wretched youth, 


II. 


But when a knife he drew, 

To pierce his heart ſo true, 
In wild diſorder raving 3 

His face with tears all flowing, 

His noſe all red with blowing, 
Could I refrain from ſaving, 
In pity, the charming youth, 


O Of TON 
o R, | 
C 
By Mr. DIB DIN. 2 
ERE, a ſheer hulk, lies Poor Tom Bos. A 
ling, 
The darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
| For Death has broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, * 
Faithful below he did his duty, : 
And now he's gone aloft. 


W. 


r 


Tom never from his word departed, 


Shall give, tocall lite's crew together, 
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His virtues were ſo rare; 
His friends were many and true hearted, 
His Poll was kind and fair. 
And then he'd ling ſo blithe and jolly— 
Ah! many's the time, and oft; 
But mirth 1s turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft, 


Yet ſhall Poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When He, who all commands, 


The word to pipe all hands. 

Thus Death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
Tom's life has vainly doff'd; 

For though his body's under hatches, 
His ſoul is gone aloft. 


ME W., ME W. M E W. 
A New Ballad : By T. Goopwin. 


(Tune, — Bow, wow, wow.) 


O ſing about dogs, Sir, has long been the 

' faſhion, 
Though for cats there's no ſongſter has yet own'd 
a paſyon ; 

While ſome may entertain with the old ſtrain of 
bow, wow, 

I will endeavour to amuſe you all with mew, mew, 
Mew, mew, mew, fal la! de iddy oddy, 

5 Ie W, mew-W, mew. 


T here's 
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There's Dicky Dimple, Billy Gimp, and Sammy 
Smirk, are poor cats, 
They pur and mew, and many think they” ve but 
the name of boar cats; 
To attack a rat they never dare, the taſks too 
rough and hardy, 
And e'en in facing harmleſs mice, you often f ſind 
them tardy, 
Mew „ mew, Mc, 


There? s old aunt Tabby who by age is growins 
very grey, vir, 

In anger chides Mis Kitty now, *cauſe ſhe begin 
to play, Sir; 

But old cats, or young cats, their principle ſuch i, 

To ſnap up any mouſe that may come within thai 
clutches, 

Mew, mew, me. 


Grimalkin, the lawyer, by purring and mewing, 
Decoys his poor clients like mice unto their ruin; 
For coming within each of his deſperate claws, Sir, 
They're mumbl'd and they're maul d ere the 
cape from his paws, Sir. 
Mew, Mew, mew, 


Next there's Jack Tar the blue cat, and, not to 


quit my ſtrain, Sir, 
As good a cat as Whittnoton's, and better in the 
main, Sir; 


For ſhould Old England's foe advance, thought 


Turk, or Jew, or Pagan, 


He's ſure not to eicape, but get © worried, cruſii'd 


and ſhaken,” 


Mew, mew, mew. 
Ihen 
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Then there's the cat in parliament, haranguing 
loud and bawling, 

Like thoſe upon the tiles which o'er their heads are 
catterwauling; 

The ſelf-ſame motive operates below as doth 
above, Sir, 

And all their ſqualling, ſpitting, clawing, are but 
ſigns ot love, Sir. 

Mew, mew, mew. 


The cats of ſtate are numerous, and numerous their 

wiſhes, 

But, like other cats, they all incline to ſeize the 

loaves and fiſhes; _ 

And when they get in place they become of high 
condition, 

The terror and deſtruction to rats in oppoſition, 

Mew, mew, mew. 


Old Time is a cat that by winking and blinking, 
Cat like, is always dozing, to ſome people s thinking, 
And ſeeing us poor mice with no one by to watch 


us, 
He's jure to let out that grim cat old Death to 
catch us, XK Mew, mew, mew. 


„ SHEPHERD. 
| By RozreT Burxs. 
(Tune, —My Nannic O.) 
EHIND yon hill where Stinchar flows, 
Many moors and maſſes many O, 
The wintry ſun the day has clos'd, 


And IU. awa to Nannie O. 
11 
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The whiſtling wind blows loud and ſhrift, 
The night's baith mirk and rainy O; 
But ll get my plaid, and out I'll lteal, 
And o'er the hill to Nannie O, 


My Nannies charming, ſweet, and young, 
Nae artfu' wiles to win ye O; 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie O. 


| Her face is fair, her heart is true, 
| As ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonnie O; 

| The op'ning gowan, wet WI der, 
| Nae purer is than Nannie O. 


A country lad 1s my degree, 
And few they be thut ken me O07; 
But what care I how "Ih they be? 
I'm welcome to my Nannie O. 
My riches a's my penny fee, 
And I maun guide it cannie O; 
But warldly gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a' my Nannie O. 
Our auld gude man delights to view 
His ſheep and kyne thrive bonnie O; 
But I'm as blythe that haulds his pleugh, 
And ha” na care but Nannie O. 


Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 
Pl tak what heaven will ſend me O; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 

But live and love my Nannie O. 


A SCOTCH 
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A STOTCH SONG. 
By ROBERT Burns, 


(Tune, - Corn rigs are bonnie.) 
* 17 was upon a Lammas night, 


When corn rigs are bonne, 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
I held awa to Annie ; 


The time flew by with heedleſs head, 


Till, tween the late and early, 
Wi mie perſuaſion ſhe agreed 
To fee me thro? the barley. 


The ſky was blue, the wind was fill, 
The moon was ſhining clearly, 

J fet her down wi right gude will, 
Among the, rigs o' barley ; 

I knew her heart was a mi ane, 
I loo'd her moſt ſincerely ; 

I kiſs'd her o'er and o'er again, 
Among the rigs o' barley. 

I lock'd deri in my fond embrace, 
Her heart was beating rarely; 

My bleſſing on that happy place, 
Among the rigs o' barley ; 

But by the moon and ftars ſo bright, 
That ſhone that hour ſo clearly, 
She aw fhall bleſs that happy night, 
Among the rigs o' barley. | 
I hae been blythe wi comrades dear, 
1 hae been merry drinking; 

J hae been joytul gath'ring gear, 
] hae been happy thinking ; 
11 2 


But 
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But a' the pleaſures I c'er ſaw, 


Tho? three times doubled fairly, ; I 
That happy night was worth them a's | 

Among the rigs o' barley. 11 

CHORUS. = x 


Corn rigs and barley rigs, 
And corn rigs are bonnie 3 

T'i]l ne'er forget that happy night, E 
Among the rigs wi ' Annie, 11 


HE ORIGIN OF GROG: 

Zy Mr. 8. 5 9 : 

(Tune—4 plague of thoſe muſty old Inbbers.) 

OME liſten awhile to my liory, 

There's ſomething Iwtith to explain, i 

Wich when I have laid it before ye, 
Perhaps you may like it again; 
When ſailors had rum, you may think it, 


It always would ſet them agog, | I 
Till Vernon, *tis ſaid, 5 


| Who 1s long ago dead, 
{ No longer would ler them to drink it, 
| And made all their beverage Grog. 


It happen'd at fam'd Porto Bello, | | 


To humble the Dons of proad Spain, 0 
This whimſical old-faſhion'd fellow, 1 
Who our glory would always maintain: 1 D 
When ſailors had rum, you may think it, 15 
It always would ſet them agog, 7 
Till Vernon, tis ſaid, : 
Who 1s long ago dead, | v 
No longer would let them to drink it, = 
SO mixt it wich water—now Grog. | 8 
5 


| „ 
This mixture it made them to grumble, 
They vow'd they'd not hand, reef, or ſteer, 
But reaſon, it ſoon made them humble, 
Tho? water at firſt it icem'd queer; 
For wnen they had rum, you mult think it, 
? Their ſpirits it would ſet agog, 
| Till Vernon, *tis ſaid, 
: Who is long ago dead, 
Ignſiſted with water to drink it, 
Which is to this hour called Grog. 


He wore an old program cloak *, Sir, 
Which the ſailors all knew very well, 
And thus you may certainly note, Sir, 
It is certainly true what [ tell ; 
Contented at laſt for to drink it, 
Their ſpirits again were agog, 
Old Grog, it is ſaid, 
I hey called Vernon, who's dead, 
From his grogram cloak, you may think it, 


So the liquor is {till call'd Grog. 


7 f AER, 
Sung by Mr. KELLY, in the Haunted Tower, 


TPIRIT of my tainted fire, 
With ſuccels my foul inſpire ! 
Deeds of glory done by thee, 
In Mem'ry's mirror now I ſee, 
| I 13 | Let 

Admiral Vernon uſually wore a grogram cloak in bad 
weather, from which the ſailors called him Gld Grog; MY 
hence the name Was transferred to the ſpirit and water, be- 19 


© Cauſe he was the firſt officer who ordered it in this manner z 
on board of his Majeſty's ſhips, 
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Let the great example raiſe 
Valour's pureſt, brighteſt blaze, 
Till the proweſs of my arm 
The eye of fickle Conqueſt charm, 
And fame ſhall, when the battle's won, 
Declare that I am all thy ſon, 
Spirit of my ſainted ſire, 
With ſucceſs my ſoul inſpire ! 

The inſpiration now I feel, 
The ardent glow of patriot zeal, 
Brighter proſpects now ariſe, 
The voice of Conqueſt rends the ſkies, 


THE GREENWICH PENSIONER, 
A New SoxG,-- By Mr. DIBDIX. 


5 WAS in the good ſhip Rover 
= I ſail'd the world around; 
And for three years and over, 
I ne'er touch'd Britiſh ground; 
At length in England landed, 
I left the roaring main, 
Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſea again. 


That time bound ſtrait to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore, 
And when we made Cape Ortugal, 
| A gale blew off the ſhore ; 
I She lay, ſo it did ſhock her, 
| A log upon the main, | 
Till, ſav'd from Davy's locker, 
i, We put to ſea again, | 
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Next in a frigate failing, 


Upon a ſqually night, 
Thunder and lightning hailing 
The horrors of the fight; 
My precious limb was lopp'd off, 
I, when they'd cas'd my pain, 
Thank'd God 1 was not popp'd off, 
And went to ſea again. 


Yet ſtill I am enabled | 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Altho' I am quite diſabled, 
And he in Greenwich ticr ; 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
Who ſav'd me from the main, 
I'll praife with love and loyalty, 
But ne'er to ſea again. 


A, B. C. 
(Tune Date obolum Beliſario. 
RE AT A leads the van, while brave B fol- 


lowed near, Sir, 


C, D, E, F, G, H, 1, R, ſteps quickly in the rear, 


Sir; 
L, M, N, O, P, Q, R, 8, march'd boldly to head 
quarters, | 


T, U, V. W, X, V, Z, ſcorn'd to prove deſerters. 
AB and C ſpew, 
A B aud C oc 5 
A B ond C ſpew, 


« Multum in parvo.“ 


This 
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This AB C, as little as they're thought about, 
Have, by their friendly powers, many mighty mate 
ters brought about; 
The clue to ſcience, arts, and arms, great Wik. 
dom's maſter-key, Sir, 
For what does any mortal know, who knows not 
A 5 Cer 
A Band C ſbeav, &c. 


When Adam was a little boy, he never went to 


| {chool, Sir, [ fool, Sir, 

For want of knowing ABC, his wife made him a 

Had he learn'd to read and ipell, he _ have 
ſhun'd much ſtrife, Sir, 


And mov'd himſelf in wiſdom, almoſt equal to his 


wife, Sir, i 
A B and C ſhew, Oc. 
Aftronomers, by AB C, have found each planet's 
| motion, 


Fam'd navigators learn how t' explore the path- 
leſs ocean; 


Monſieur has learn'd to ſpell the 8 name of 


Liberty, Sir, 
For which he 15 indebted to the aid of AB C, Sir, 
A and C jew, Oc. 


For places and for penſions too, the Ins are always 
rivin 5 

And he who beſt knows A B C, will always beit 
be thriving ; 

While Outs are ſnarling at their lots, and long for 

loaves and fiſhes, [withes, 

By ABC find how to attain the ſummit of their 

A and C ſbero, Oc. 

When 
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When Miss is ip her chamber lock'd, her lover might 
go whiille, 

Had not ſhe learn'd, by AB C, to pen a ſoft epiſtle; 

She from the window drops a line, t' appoint the 
am'rous ſpark, Sir, 

Then throws herſelf into his arms, the moment it 
grows dark, Sir. 


7E, [me z 

And if in this I've fail'd, pray let candour excuſe 
And critics on this point will {urcly agree, Sir, 
That I, as a ſongſter, am but in A B C, Sir. 

| A and C ſhew, Oc. 


A-FAVOURITE-:SONG. 


Sung by Miſs ROMANZINI, at zhe Theatre Royal 
Drury-Lane, in the Iſland of St. Marguerite. 


HERE flood poor Jonas at the window, 
All in tears crying ſfighing- Oh, 
Says I, who's that below ? 
What do you want, good fiſherman ? 
Dear Mrs, Nannette, indeed it is no fin, 
Open the window, love, and let poor Jonas in. 


No, maſter Jonas—no ——— 
No, maſter Jonas—no——— 
No fiſherman. 
Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, 
Marching off in a huff, with a pouting Oh, 
Then 'tis time to make my bow 
The ſooner the better, good fiſherman. 


A B and C fbew, c. 
The intention of my ſong was good, Sirs, to amuſe 


Yet, 


oy 
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Yet, Mrs, Nannette, one word ere you leave me; 
Won't you top ?—well, to-morrow, | hope, you'll 
receive me! 
No, maſter Jonas—no 
No, maſter Jonas - no 
No fiſherman. h 


A FAVOURITE COMIC SONG 


Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, aun. 
In the character of Jonas, in the Iſland of 
St. Marguerite. 


H dear, oh dear, no hopes for Jonas! 
Alas ! thou ſigh'ſt in vain, poor Jonas, 

Nannette's. hard heart doth Jonas hate; 

Ah, thank thyſelf for thy fate, 

Ah, curſe on thy logger pate: 
Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler ? 
Thou need'it the patience of an angler, 

With rod'and line, to wait, and wait; 

Ah, Nannette never will be thy mate, 

No, ſhe's too cunning to bite at thy bait, 


I've learn'd to ſpear or tickle a trout, 
But, alas! in love, I'm but a lout 
An oyiter croſs'd in love may be, 

Ah, tis all in vam I ſee, 

Ah, Nannette is not for me. 
Cou'd I but catch her in my net, 
I'd teach the haughty Mus Nannette, 
No more to call me, thou booby, 
Ah, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
*Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his A, B, C. 
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SONGS, &c. in Mr. Con B's favourite Orrs 
o! the HAuN TED TowER. 
AI R. Signora STORACE. 
V HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou 
one! 
Let not hy: abſence cloud this happy dawn. 
95 by thy heart, can falſehood e'er be known ? 
Ah! no, no; I judge it by my own. 
The heart he gave with ſo much cere, 
Which treafur'd in my breait I wear, 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelſiſh thing's his own. 
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AI NR. Mr. KELLEY» 


F. OM Hope's fond dream tho' Reaſon wake, 


In vain ſhe points with warnin g hand ; 


] dread advice I cannot take, 1 


Love's powerful ſpells my ſteps command. 


The bird thus faſcination binds, | i 5 


Mhen, darting from the ſerpent's eyes, 


He ſtruggles, and admiring dies. | 


The fatal charm too late he finds, lf 


A I R. By Mi Romanzini,. 
1 LISLE TYRE. to women {till ſo kind, 
1 Among her beſt boons beftoving ; 
What every female ſure muſt find, 
A wondrous deſire to be knowing, 
Man, the proud and envious elf, 
So jealous of our diſcerning ; 
Deſcries in us, what he prides i in himſelf, 


The wiſh, for whatever” s worth learning. 
HUN TING 


F 
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IUNTING SONG. 


Sung by Mr. D1G6NUM. 


ARK ! the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 
| Againſt the ſtag the mimic war; 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound, 
The warlike Genius of our iſle, 
Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 
In echoes gives the chace applauſe, 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe : 
Where'er the devious chace may bend, 
Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend; 
And bids us, as her pleaſure riſe, 
Defend the bleſſings which we prize. 


AI R. Myr. StDcGwlck. 
| Y native land I] bade adieu, 


And calmly friendihip's joys reſign'd; 


But ah! how keen my ſorrows grew, 
When my love J left behind! 
Vet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 


Should abſence prove my charmer kind; 
Then ſhall I not lament the day 


When my love | left behind. 


AIR, Signora STORACE, 
E mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care, 


Life's choiceſt bleſſing, ſhield: from deſpair þ - 


Do not deceive me, ah | never leave me, 


Still may my boſom thy power declare! 
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In vain thy influence fools may revile, 
Conltancy ever gains thy ſmile. 
And of their deſtiny can thoſe complain, 
Whoſe falſehood dares thy laws profane, 
Reſolv'd I braveall danger, to every fear a ſtranger? 
Thy ſweet rewards, O Love, to gain. 
Then let me combat not in vain; 
But in my triumph ſhare 
Thy ſmiles, for which I bravely dare, 


AIR. By Mr. SEDCwick. 


HERE'ER true Valour can its power diſplay, 
There meek-ey'd Pity, anxious fill to bleſ% 


With jealous Honour holds divided ſway, 


And from avenging Anger ſhields Diſtreſs. 
Ne'er ſhall the {word of Honour dare invade 
The ſpell-bound ſpot where Pity drops a tear; 
For where Misfortune caſts her ſacred ſhade, 
There deepeſt Injury muſt diſappear. 


AI R. Mrs. CROUCH. 
READ parent of deſpair; 
Thou tyrant of my mind, 
Who, ling*ring, ſeem'ſt to ſpare, 
To point the worſt behind, 
At once complete my woe, 
Diſplay thy ills in ſtore, 
Ah! quickly ſtrike the blow! 
*Tis all that I implore. 
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A I R. Signora STORACE. 


OVE from the heart all its danger concealing, 
Reaſon, they ſay, the fond Pell can remove; 


Bur bliſs kindly ſtealing, 


Still che deluſion ſo ſweet may 1 prove, 


For thould you betray me, your falſehood per- 


ceiving, 
Too well do J love you, the peril to ſhun : 
So if you mull cheat me, ſtill farther deceivin 
Oh! blinded by Hope, to the laſt lead me on, 


A I R. Mis ROMANZ INI. 


ROM high birth and all its fetters, 
My kind ſtars my lot remove; 
I ſhall envy not my betters, 
Give me but the youth I love. 


Love's the riches of the poor, 
A prize that wealth can ne*er procure ; 
My rich miſtreſs fain would be 


Juſt as poor as Cicely. From high birth, &c, 


A N E W S8 ON G. 

Sung by Mr, DARLEY, in Don Juan, at the 
Theatre Royal, Covent-Garden. 
Written &3 1. GooDwin, 


| WIN our pockets were licht, and our he arts 


were grown heavy, 
A chance that has happen'd to ſai! rs before; 
We left hilis and valleys, and hudg: -ruvws grown 
„ JEATP) the ſhore. 
Our wines, and our ſweethearts, and food from 
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ae breezes of ſummer unſurl'd our gay pennant, 
The billows were calm, and the ſky was ſerene 
We were chac'd and brought to, tho? no foe our 
aTai! cant, 
We were bva:ded, but 'was by our King and 
COUT Que: EN" | 


The Magnificent, ill more magnificent growing, 
Her cotours were hoiſted, her guns were all fir'd; 
We gave them dice cheers, While our boſoms were 

glowtug 55 


For a Kin, ſo belov'd, and a Queen ſo admir'd. 


Their daughters (God bleſs 'em) fat under the 
| awning, 
Where we tars gaz'd on charms we before had 
ne'er ſgen; 
Which quius*da bright luftre „ the morning, 
Ard we pray'd, «nd we drank, with our King 
and our Qu- en. 


Old Neptune Peep 'd up, and enquir'd of a triton, 
W Ito thus dar 4 5 enwrinkle the face of the brine ? 
When the brave 2: tant Farmer reply'd, “ He's a 
Briton, 
« And I was his ſubject be fore I was thine.” 


« If 'tis Charlotte and George (cry'd the god), 
ne'er reprove em; 
Nor here, in my realm, let dull cares intervene; 
Their deſerts none can doubt, while Pn ſubjects 
all love ? em, 
And their toaſt is, Long life to their King and 
their Queen.“ 
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_ A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sing by Mr. Bax N ISHER, inthe Battle of Hexham. 


HEN we ſtout free-booters prowl, 

V Striking terror and diſmay 
In the poor benighted ſoul, 
Wandering from his weary way; 
*Tis when Night her mantle throws 

O'er the foreſt dark and deep; 
When the haraſs'd mind its woes 

Lulls in ſoft and balmy ſleep. 
If our plunder prove but good, 

To our cavern under- ground 


We fteal, in ſilence thro? the wood, 


And in wine remorſe is drown'd. 
Thus we ſtout free-booters, &c- 


A 


SANDY-OF THE GREEN. 
Sung at Vauxhall by Miſs LEARY, 1790. 
I 


OW Spring her ſweets diſcloſes, 
& N And flow'rets deck the grove, 
I'll make wi' ſweeteſt roſes | 
A garland for my love; 
The flow'rs that ſcent the air 


Are not ſa blooming ſeen, 


Are not ſa ſweet or fair 
As Sandy of the Green. 
Na lad can blink fo blythe and gay, 
Na lad that e'er was ſeen 
Sa ſweetly on his pipe can play 
As Sandy of the Green. 


II. Az 


A es Art = 


1 
| II. 
As o'er the bourn a-maying, 
I lately bent my way, 
I met young Sandy ſtraying 
Wi' lads and Jlailes gay 
J felt delight and pleaſure 
To view his ſhape and mien; 
Since then, my only treaſure 
Is Sandy of the Green. ” 
Na lad, &c, 
III. 
Sandy vows he will be mine, 
The Kirk ſhall make us one, 
All other laſtes he'll refien, 
And live for me alone; 
Sa much jov in ſtore tor me, 
J envy not a een, 
ile J am bleſt wi' love and tnce, 
Yeung tangy of the Green, 


Na lad, &e. 


ANNA: ox, THE ADIE NH. 
Sung at Vauxhall, & Mr. INCLEDON.. 


Cempejed ty Mr. Hook. 


The Words by Mr. HARRISON» 


/ HAN the ſails catch the breeze, and the 

vw anchor is weigh'd, | 

To bear me from Axxa, my beautiful maid, 
Tic top-maſt aſcending I look for my dear, 


/ 
4 U 


And figh that her features imperfect appear: 
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Till aided by fancy her charms I ſtill trace, 
And for me fee the tears trickle down her pale 
face; | 
While her handkerchief waving ſolicits my view, 
And 1 hear her ſweet lips ſadly ſigh out ApIEU! 


The pleafing deluſion not long can prevail, 
Higher ric tac proud waves, and more briſk blows 
the gale; | 


The gajc, that regards not the fighs that it 


bears, 
The proud waves, ſtill unmov'd, tho' augmented 
by tears. | 
Ah! will ye ac: one fingle moment delay, 
Oh, think from what rapture you bear me away, 
Then my cyes ſtrain in vaia my dear ANNA co 
View, | 
And a tear drops from each 25 I ſigh out ADIEV. 


Yet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 
That 1 ſtill ſee the land where | leit her behind; 
The land that gave birth to my charmer and 


me, 

Tho? leſs'ning, my eyes beam wie pleaſure to 
ſee ! 

"Tis the caſket that holds all that's dear to my 
heart, f | 

Tis the haven where yet we ſhall meet ne'er to 
part, 


If the Fates are propitious to lovers fo true; 
| 1 . 
Zut ut not, deareſt ama, a long, long ADizv |! 
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SWEET 
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8 8 0 TEOUGHTS ARE BEST. 
A NEW SORG. 
Jung by Miſt NEWMAN, at Vauxhall. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. hook. 
Tre Words by Mr. VINT. 


K 7 OUNG Lubin was as blithe à lad 

Y As ever trod the daiſy'd plain, 

Each blooming virgin's heart was glad, 
Whene'er he tun'd his ſylvan ſtrain: 

« Ah! when,” cried he, © will Kate comply, 
And make her lover truly bleſt ? 

You've promis'd long“ “ O yes, ſaid 1, 
6 Tis true, but ſecond thoughts are 70%. 


Now Lubin was a ſightly ſwain, 
Well form'd to win a maiden's mind, 
And all the laſſes of the plain 
Did vie to make the ſhepherd kind : 
But, vain of conqueſt, female pride 
Looks i1ghtly on the prize polleſt 3 
So when he woo'd, I ſtill reply'd, 


No, Lubin! —fecond thoughts are bg?” ' 


I found my vain coquettiſh art 
Eclips'd the hope of future joy: 

F or, O! it ſtung me to the heart, 
To fee him with my rivals toy : 

I, therefore, bluſhing, ſmil'd conſent; 
And, yielding to his fond requeſt, 

Well pleas'd to church with Lubin went, 
Convinc'd that—/econd thoughts are bet. 
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WHILE THE MORN IS INVITING TO 


LOVE. 
| A NEW SONG, 
Sung by Mr. DaxLEy, at Vauxhall. 


HE Sun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dew, 
And tints with his glory the ſkies; N 
All Nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe! 
The morning is lively, Maria awake, 
Let us haſte to the myrtle alcove ; 
Or ſtray by the ſide of the cryſtalline lake, 
While the morn is inviting to love! 


Did thy mind turn on me in thy dreams in the 


night ? | 
Did I e'er to thy fancy appear? 
Did no fond idea thy boſom delight? 
Maria, unfold to my ear : 
Unſeen and unheard, you may tell it me now, 
Not a witneſs is near but the dove, 3 | 
Which mourns for its mate on the olive tree bough, 
While the morn is-inviting to love! 


The winter, Maria, will come on apace, 
As ſummer begins to depart ; 
Come, then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond wiſh of thy heart. 
O let us, my fair, be united to-day, 
Ard haſte to the church in the grove, 
Nor let us the pleafing occaſion delay, 
While the morn is inviting to love, 


% 3 


The INVITATION to the LADIES. © - | 


dung by Mr, DarLEY, on Monday Evening July b 
| 19, 1790, at Vauxhall, on account of the Rowing. Wb 
| for the | 85 17 
| VAUXHALL WHE RRV. 1 
i Compoſed by Mr. Hook. id 
i I rittcn by Mr. UP rox. 4 

E fair Britiſh Belles, one and all J invite you | N 

Each night to Vauxhall, where good-hu- 1 

mour's afloat; © 1 
Where the Goddeſs of Pleaſure preſides to delight 1 
on, | | } 
And adjudge to the winner her favourite Boat. 4 
And if the young Watermen, charm'd with youn 
beauty, | . 

But know their endeavours are ſeen by your eyes 

How the youths will each ſeaſon be proud of the '| 
cat; 5 8. "| 

To row for your ſmiles, and our annual Prize! 1 
The hero who ruſhes to war with Bellonj, I 
; Contends for the laurel that's given by you ! 1 
And but for that glory would ſpurn and diiown her. 

|; For Woman's the conquelt mankind dave in 

E: view ! | 1 
And if the young watermen, xc. 
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„ 
The Monarch and Peaſant in ev'ry dominion: 
As conſcious of Beauty's imperial ſway , 
Of Woman, dear Woman, are firm in opinion, 
That the is the ſunſhine that lighteus our way. 


And if the young Watermen, & c. 


Then Ladies be mindful each night J invite you, 
To grace our Vauxhall, where good-humour's 
_ afloat; vou, 


Vere the Goddeſs of Pleaſure preſides to delight 


And adjudge to the. winner-her favourite Boat. 
And if the young Watermen, &c. 


TAE CO-QUE-'T-T-E, 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 
__ ey oo ens Hook. - Te Words by Mr. Vi xv. 
HEN youth bloſſomd on me, no Maiden 
was ſeen 
o lively, ſo witty, ſo gay at fiſteen; 
Twas then the fine ſparks of the higheſt degree 
Came fawning, and wooing, and begging to me; 
I bleſs'd with a ſmile, with a frown J could kill, 
My lovers all vied how to humour my will. 


At fifteen I'd fifteen fond ſuitors or more, 

At twenty, I dare fay, not lef5-than a ſcore ; 
But, having entangled their hearts in my net, 
Determin'd in future to play the coquette ; 
So when they. entreated; my anſwer was ſtill, 


« [ndeed, Sir, not now—when it ſuits me, I will.” 


My prudence, I thought, would reward well my 
pains, 


If increaſe of years brought an increaſe of ſwains;. 


But, alas! now I find all my lovers drop off, 
"It rivals all jeer, and exultingly ſcoff; 

Then think, ye fair: damſels, on this maxim ſill, 
"If you won't when you can, y gu cannot When You will, 


7 5 2 as? : >; B 3 * . 1 
A . : 3% FA. 3 Eh} 8 P 
T ER ac (SEE ee ag os 1 1 ** , 
- Er e 


1 
2 


* 
« 
_ 
5 
5 
AS 
«Is 
4 * 
* 
w 
* 
1 
x. 7% 
or 
. 
F 1 
12 
80 
Sx 
20 
1 5 
1 
x 1 
_ a 
IF + 
7 
- 
q 
g 


3795-1 


SWEET NAN OF HAMPTON-GREEN, 
A-FAVOURETE=-SONG;:< 
Sung at Vauxhall, y Mr. Ix LE DON. 
det to Muſick by Mr. Hook. 
i 


Wine care I've ſcarch'd the village round, 
An! 012 'Y a hamle tried 5 
At laſt a fair Ih Lip! „ found, 


Devoid of art and pride. 
In neat-built cot, 
It 1 her wut, 
A ruſtic life to lead; 
With Fender care, 
Her lambkins near, 
And „atch ner ewes at feed. 
Where Thames in Aiv-r N flows, 
To beau: 15 the ſcent 
There blooms this fair a blu hing roſe, 
Sweet Nan o Hampton-zreen. 
I. 
Her eyes bee: a mul for love, 
Her marines f. n'd to pleaſe ; 
In mildneſs equal to the dove, 
With innocence and eaſe. 
'Fo paint her face, 
Her form and grace, 
All words are Weis and Vain: 
Eno: 1H to tell 
She does excell 
The Daughter of the Main. 
Wi here Thames in filver, &c. 


PRI : = 
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III. 


When firſt this charmer I ſurvey'd, 


With doubt my heart was fraught, 


Fancy the beauteous maid pourtray'd 


A goddeſs to my thought. 
In amorous blits 
I ſtole a kiſs, 
Which baniſh'd all alarms ; 
Then joytul found 
My wiſhes crown'd 
A mortal in my arms, 
Where Thames, &c. 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


Sung by Miſs NEWMAN, a7 Vauxhall. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Hook. 
OME, laſſes, and liſt to my ſong, 
A good matrimonial rece1pt ; 
In chooling you'll never be wrong, 
I'll mark you the lover complete: 
For, *ſpite of your bluſnes, I know 
A lover is never amils ; 
The laſs that's moſt apt to ſay—No, 
Is ſometimes inclin'd to ſay—Yes. 
If fond of red coat and cockade, 
1 pray let this hint be enough, 
A man that makes fighting his trade, 
Thinks he ne'er can have fighting enough: 
The Coxcomb's all tinſel and ſhow; 
The Rake is a ſtranger to bliſs ; 
Be ſure ſtill to anſwer them No, 
However inclin'd to ſay—Yes, 


R Your 


1 
Your Wits are more noiſy than great, 
Avoid all thoſe knowing ones, pray; 
Your Fools are too fond of their prate, 
Tho! in fact they have nothing to ſay; 
But the lad who 1s honeſt and kind, 
Who in conſtancy places his bliſs, 
When he aſks, 1t to love you're inclin'd, 
Be honeſt enough to fay—Yes. 


ALAUGHING- SONG. 
Sung with great Applauſe at V auxhall e by 
Miss NEWMAN, | 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Hook. 
The Words by Mr.V1xT. 
I. | 
OUNG Jockey, I vow, was the bonnieſt Jad 
That e'er tun'd a PPE on the Banks of the 
| Tay; 
Each grace that was leafing from Nature he had, 
* The? frolickſome, modeit— tho” diffident, gay: 
But pride in my boſom ufurp'd a controul, 
Compelling ſoft Love far a time to withdraw ; 
And when he aſſay'd to unboſom his Soul, 


Coquettiſh, I flounc'd, with a ha! ha! ha! 1a 


I. 
In language perſuaſive, the Shepherd oft tried 
In vain to convince me how ardent his flame; — 
For ſtill his fond ſuit with diſdain J deny'd, 
But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanor to blame: 
One eve through the Grove as they wantonly 
ſtray'd, 
With Kate, in ſoft converſe, my Shepherd I ſaw, 
Then Jealouſy ſtung me, which, pleas'd, he ſurvey'd, 
And careleſs j Jog don, With a ha! ha! ha! ha! 
III. 4 cloud 
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III. 
When firſt this charmer I ſurvey'd, 
With doubt my heart was fraught, 
Fancy the beauteous maid pourtray'd 
A goddeſs to my thought. 

_ In amorous blits 

I ſtole a kiſs, 

Which baniſh'd all alarms 3 

'Then joytul found 

My wiſhes crown'd 

A mortal in my arms. 

Where Thames, &c. 


A FAVOURITE BAL LAN. 


Sung by Miſs NEWMAN, at Vauxhall. 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Hook. 
OME, laſſes, and lift to my ſong, 
A good matrimonial receipt; 
In chooling you'll never be wrong, 
I' mark you the lover complete: 
For, *ipite of your bluſhes, I know 
A lover is never amils ; 
The laſs that's moſt apt to ſay—No, 
Is ſometimes inclin'd to ſay - Ves. 
If fond of red coat and cockade, 
] pray let this hint be enough, 
A man that makes fighting his trade, 
Thinks he ne'er can have fighting enough: 
The Coxcomb's all tinſel and ſhow ; 
The Rake is a ſtranger to bliſs ; 
Be ſure {till to anſwer them No, 
However inclin'd to ſay—Yes. 


K Vour 


. 8 . 
— 
ä —- — r a 4 


Your Wits are more noiſy than preat, 


Your Fools are too fond of their prate, 


1 


Avoid all thoſe knowing ones, pray; 


Tho' in fact they have nothing to ſay ; 


But the lad who is honeſt and kind, 


Who in conſtancy places his bliſs, 


When he aſks, if to love you're inclin'd, 


Be honeſt enough to fay Ves. 


A LAUGHING SONG 
Surg with great Applauſe at Vauxhall Gardens, by 
Mig NEWMAN. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Hook. 
The Words by Mr. Vis T. 

. I. 
OUNG Jockey, I vow, was the bonnieſt Jad 

That &'er tun'd a pipe on the Banks of the 

Fay 3 

Each grace that was pleaſing from Nature he had, 
" Tho? frolickſome, modeit— tho” diffident, gay: 
But pride in my boſom ufurp'd a controul, 

Compelling ſoft Love for a time to withdraw; 
And when he aſſay'd to unboſom his Soul, 

Coquettiſh, I flounc'd, with a ha! ha! ha! ha! 

e 

In language perſuaſive, the Shepherd oft tried 

In vain to convince me how ardent his flame ;— 
For ſtill his fond ſuit with diſdain I deny'd, 

But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanor to blame: 


One eve through the Grove as they wantonly 


firay'd, 


With Kate, in ſoft converſe, my Shepherd I ſaw, 


Then Jealouſy tang me, which, pleas'd, he ſurvey'd, 
And careleſs jogg d on, with a ha! ha! ha! ha! 


III. & cloud 
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7 5 111. 
A cloud of deſpair now envelop'd my mind, 
Contrition did ſorely my conduct upbraid ; 

As droops the parch'd Roſe, ſo my beauties declin'd, 

Which Jockey perceiving, ſoon flew to my aid: 
To Church then he led me, and made me his Bride, 

] treely confels'd, that his wil was my Law ; 
By Hymen united, all folly aſide, 

We cheerfully join in a ha! ha! ha! ha! 


' PATTY's THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 
Sung by Mr. Dax LE, at Vauxhall. 
Compoſed by Mr. Hook. 


O wonder l'm now ſeen to grieve, 

4 % \ho was wont to be lively and imart, 
Nor can any my forrows relieve, 

But Par IT x, the Girl of my Heart. 


Her abſence Fl! ne'er ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor my pangs of diſtreſs to impart 
To the world, till J gain the return 
Of Parry, ſweet Girl of my Heart, 


With an anxious impatience J burn, 
And ſooner wich life would I part, 

Than wait, in {u{pence, the return 
Of Parry, dear Girl of my Heart. 


But ſhe haſtes and forbids me to mourn, 

Nay, ſhe tells me ſhe'll ne'er again part; 
And I now blets the happy return 
Of Par Tr, the Girl of my Heart. 


a 


THE SWEET LITTLE ANGEL. 


HEN Jack parted from me, to plough the 0 


150 J 


Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall, | | 
Compoſed by Mr, CARTER. | | 
* i 


{alt deep 34 


(Alas! 1 Imay'nt ſee him again), |; 
In ſpite of all talking Ic uid not but weep, 13 
To help it I'm ſure was in Vain, {is 
Thea he broke from my arms, and bid me farewe!, 
Saying ec Poll, come, my Jjoul, it won't do, 
So, d' ve hear, avaſt whining and fobh, ns, my girl, 
»Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in you.“ 
I couid not help thinking that Jack was in right 
From a ſomethin, 7 that win{per'd, "ye ſec, 
There's a iweet little A: 106] that ſits cut of tif 
Wil reſtore my Poor Jack unto me. 


6 


A 


LL, 


Yet while he's at diſtance ech thonght is employ'd 
And nought can delight me on hore, 
I fancy at times that the ſhi ip is deftroy'd, 
And I ck I ſh:ll never ſee more. | 
But then its but fancy I that Angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a wonder of things! 
I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And fo to mylelt | thus ling : 
« What matters repiping! ; my heart ſhall. be light, 
For a ſomething there wipe: s 's d'ye lee, | 
There's a ſwe. et little Angel that fits ont of ſiglit i 
Will reſtore my Poor jack uw t6 me, 1 


III. But 
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33 
But ſhould that ſweet Angel, wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack, 


Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah, never, no never come back. 


To make the ſalt water his grave; 
And why ſhould J then each tale-teller mind, 
Or dread ev'ry turbulent wave? 
Beſides, I will never kind Providence ſight. 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ice, 


There's a ſweet little Angel that fits out of fight 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto me. 


THE MAID OF MARTINDALE. 
A FAVOURITE. SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Pace, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
The Words by My. Hawk IRS. 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Hook, 
; ONE 
N Martindale, a village gay, 
A Damſel deigns to dwell, 
Whoſe looks are like a ſummer's day, 
Whoſe charms no tongue can tell. 
Whene'er J meet her on my way, 
] tell my am'rous tale; 


Then heave a ſigh, or ſoftly ſay, 
cc Sweet Maid of Marundale.““ 


II. This 


But, oh! it can't be, he's too good and too kind 


1 3 1 
II. 


This Nymph has numbers in her train, 
From Hodge up to the Squire; 
A conqueſt makes of ev'ry ſwain, 
All gaze, and all admire. 
Then where's the hope, alas ! for me, 
That I ſhould e'er prevya l ? 
Yet, while I breathe, I'll think of thee, 
Sweet Maid of Martindale, 
III. 
Should, Fate, propitious be my lot, 
To call this charmer mine, 5 
I'd live content in lowiy cot, 
And pompous thoughts reſign. 
But if the ſcorns each heart- felt ſigh, 
And leaves me to bewail; 
For thee, my fair, for thee Cl] die, 
Sweet Maid of Martindate, 


THE BONNY SAILOR, 
ö 4 fawourite Song Jung by N. 5 LEARY, at Vauxhall, 


Bet to Muſic by Mr. Hook. 
LOW cheerly, ye winds, *till my Henry re- 


turn. 
Waves, bear bim once more to my arms; 
Hope's fot ſoothing prom 1- forbids me to mourn, 
Tho' his danger my boſom alarms. 
O, my bonny bonny Sailor! 


L1 Gay 
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Gay ſoldiers, dull *tquires, and ſportmen purſue, 
But I ſcorn all their offers of love; 
My heart is at fea, my dear Henry, with you, 
And our vows are recorded above. 


O, my bonny bonny Sailor! 
May, the foes of Old England! in haſte be lubgu'd, 


Then my ſailor no longer will roam; 
The laurel is gain'd that his valour purſu'd, 


And Cupid ihall pilot him home. 
O, my bonny bonny Sailor 


NO, INDEE D, NOT I. 
A New SONG, 
Sung by Miſs LEARY, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Hook. 
The Words by Mr. VINr. 


NE ſummer's eve, when Luna's beam 
| Illumin'd hill and dale, | 
And gaily wanton'd on the ſtream, 
With Zephyr's gentle gale; 
e What! all alone, my pretty maid ?” 
Gr 'd Colin, paſiing . 
« Take company” — 1 flouncing ſaid, 
& Ono, indeed, not 11“ 


O let me,” ſaid the ſmiling ſwain, 
Conduct thee thro” the grove |”. 

And then in ſoothing tender ſtrain 
Nenew'd bis tale of love: 


1 
He begg'd I'd name the happy day, 
And hop'd the ſame was nigh;— 


* Ha' done (ſays I) ! 1 cannot flay”%—- 
Indeed (ſays he), nor 1!” | 


We parted—but the teſty youth, 
In temale arts untaught, 
Miſtook my meaning, for, in truth, 
I meant not as he thought: 
So threw me oft in Colin's way, 
And ſmil'd when he came nigh ; 
Again he woo'd—could J lay, Nay ? 
Why no, indeed, not 1! 


CHARMING: KIT TI. 
Sang by Mr. I CLE DON at Vauxhall. 
Compoſed by Mr. Davy of Exeter. 


Aud Written by Mr. Uetox (Author of the 
e Sweet Little Angel”), 


I. 
= many a nympu may claim my ſong, 


For ſhape and grace, and features handſome, 
Yet, KAT E, ſuch charms to thee belong, 
As well is worth a monarch's raniome. 
And had I India's wealth in ſtore, | 
I'd ſhun with Joy the court or city; 
And live ſequeſter'd evermore 
With the e, ſweet maid, my charn ming KIT TYs« 


L1z2 II. 1 many 
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II. 


I many an acre, KATE, can boaſt, | 
Large tracts of land, and golden treaſure 
Then come, ſweet girl, I love thee moſt, 
I'll lay it at thy feet with pleaſure. 
For thee I'll e'en the ſex reign, | 
The fair, the brown, the gay, the witty ; 
If thou'lt be mine, and only mine, | 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming KITT. 


HI. 
Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kare, 


Lay by thy crook, each care give over; 
And let me henceforth on thee wait 
A taſk, how pleaſing to a lover! 
My lite I'll dedicate to thee, 
And ſing thee oft a tender ditty ; 
If thou'lt conſent to live with me, 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kir. 


'A FAVOURITE SONG, 
dung at Vauxhall, by Mrs. LEAVER. 
| Compoſed by Mr, Hoox. 


Y heart from my boſom would fly, 
And wander, on, wander afar, 
Reflection bedews my fad eye, 
For Henry is gone to the war, 

Oh, ye winds ! to my Henry bear | 

One drop, let it fall on his breaſt, | 

The tear, as a pearl he will wear, | 
And I in remembrance be bleſt. 


In 
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II. 


In vain ſmiles the glittering ſcene, 
In vain blooms the roſeate flow'r, 
The ſunſhine of April's not ſeen, 
I have only to do with the ſhow'r. 
Oh, ye winds, &c. 


LH; 


Ye winds that have borne him away, 
Reſtore my dear youth to my arms; 
Reſtore me to ſunſhine and day,— 
»Jis mght—till my Henry returns, 
Oh, ye winds, &Ce 


r 
AND 
SENTIMENT S. 
M AY friendſhip be enliven'd by good humour, 


but never wounded by wit. 

Plenty to the heart expanded by generofity. 

May our prudence ſecure us friends, but enable us 

to ive without their aſſiſtance. 

May our hearts never meditate that which our 

tongues ſhould not utter. 

Freedom to thoſe who dare contend for it, with 

love to quicken, and health to enjoy the exalted 

bleſſing. | 

May ſentiment never be facrificed by the tongue 

of deceit. 

Digaity without pride, and condeſcenſion without 

meanneſs. 

Politeneſs without affectation, and plain dealing 
without rudeneſs, 

May we never inſult thoſe misfortunes we cannot 
redreſs, 

May the {miles of conjugal lelicity compenſate the 
frowns of fortune. 

Honour's beſt employment — the protection of In- 
nocence. 

May the journey thro' life be as ſweet as it's ſhort. 
May the road to preferment be found by none but 
thoſe who deſerve it. | 

May 
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May Mirth and Wiſdom always go hand in hand. 
May Avarice loſe his purte, and Benevolence find it, 
May lite laſt as long as it's worth wearing. 
May juſtice overtake oppreſſion. 
May the tree of liberty flouriſh all over the globe, 
and every human being partake of its fruits. 
When anger, clouds the brow, may forgivenels ſit 
in the heart. 

The four B's - a Big Bottle, and a Beautiful Bed- 
fellow. 

While wine enlivens the heart, let friendſhip ſur- 
round the bottle. 

May vanity be puniſh'd with 1 inattention, and me- 
rit be rewarded with reſpect. 

May fortune reſemble the bottle and bowl and 
ſtand by the man who can't ſtand by himſelf. 
Wine — to invigorate our paſſion, but not impair 

„Our underitanding. 

May generoſity never be overtaken by poverty. 

May 'the eye "that drops for ihe misfortunes of 
others, never ſhed a tear for 1ts own. 

Nay the bark of friendſhip never founder cn the 
rock of deceit. | 

May we never forget to return thank s for good 
fortune, and may good fortune never make us 
forget ourſelves. 

Liberality without extravagance. 

May the rich man's treaſure, and the poor man's 
eitate, be our inheritance 

May the Britiſh Tar preſerve its virtues in all 
climates. 

The eight H's Honour and honeſty, home, health, 
and happineſs here, and heaven hereatter. 


May 
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May the grammar of life be ane without the 
accidents 

May the tide of Fortune float us into the harbour 
of Content. 

May the ſhield of F nendſhip ward off the arrows 
of Affliction. 

May the King always differ from a N s horſe, 

not be guided by a miniſter. 

The love of liberty, and the liberty of 1 love. 

May Virtue's vot'ries Vice elude,” | 

And Friendſhip meet with Gratitude. 

May he who has ſpirit to reſent a wrong, hav 
heart to forgive it. 

May friendſhip, beauty, mirth, and wine, 

To fill the ſpan of life till join. 

May merit with regard be rais'd, 

| Rewarded, honour'd, and be prais d. 

May ſtill good fellowſhip be found, i 

With mirtn, and wine, and fremetſhip crown'd. 

The Engliſhmar,'s crumvirart-love, wine, and 

liberty. | . 

| 5 


We 


_ 

„ E 

„ 
3 


OMA N 
2 A LD * 
/ 4 » 4 * 
— i 7 n , » 
— . 5 / 
; d 1 


